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Dr. CowrER, Dean of Durnam, 


_ 
XK JERE I not as well acquainted 
with your candour and huma- 
nity, as with your taſte for polite litera- 
ture, the following ſheets had never pre- 
ſumed to claim your favour and protec- 
tion, where the lighter ſallies of youth 


A3- are 


{1 DEDICATION. 
are promiſcuouſly thrown amongſt the 
more ſerious exerciſes of a maturer age. 


Nearly allied to you as the author 
is by BLoop, but more honour'd, and hap- 
pier ſtill in your FRIENDSHIP through a 
long courſe of years, you have a kind of 
natural right to the offspring of a Muſe 
that has been ſo often and ſo kindly che- 
riſh'd under your hoſpitable roof. 


Beſides, Sir, you have learnt, like ſome 
of the wiſeſt and beſt men, to mix plea- 
ſantry and chearfulneſs with your graver 
ſtudies. — Like them too, you look with 
equal eye on the efforts of genius, as on 
the flights of the feather'd race, nor deſpiſe 


the 


E 


DEDICATION. vii 


the humble WREN, though it cannot ſoar 


ſo high as the Eacis or SxV-LAkR. — 
Permit me then to flatter myſelf that 
theſe pieces (trifling as but too many of 
them may appear to be) need not deſpair 


of finding a ready admittance into your 


CLOSET. —— Permit me to indulge the 
pleaſing reflection, that, in thoſe vacant 
hours when your mind is unbent from 


more ſerious meditations, they may ſerve 


to fill up the Voip, and in ſome degree 


contribute to your amuſement. 2 Give 


me leave to add, that, how unprofitably 
ſoever ſo much of the author's time may 
appear to have been employ'd for Hiu- 


A 4 SELF 


ti DEDICATION. 


SELF or OTHERS, he can look back upon 


it with the leſs regret —— conſcious as he 
is of its being chearfully and innocently 


ſpent —— 


——— ſane leve 
Dum mnihil habemus majus, calamo 


ludimus. 


To you then, Sir, theſe fruits of his 
idle hours are conſigned, © with all their 
cc itaperſeRions on their head,” in the 
fond hope, that, how little ſoever the very 
beſt of them may be thought to merit 
your eſteem, they will at leaſt be allowed 


ſome claim to your favour and indul- 


gencè. 


DEDICATION. © Ki 


„ 


gence. —— Under your Naw he takes 


the liberty to ſhelter them, who is proud 
of the opportunity it affords him of de- | 
claring thus publickly that he is, with the 


ſincereſt affection and eſteem, 
11 


Vour moſt obliged 
And moſt obedient 


Humble ſervant, &c. &c. 
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The PROGRESS of PHYVSIC. 


\ 
Tantæ molis erat. ViRG. 
— Operoſa parvus 
Carmina fingo, ——— Hon. 


The A R G U M E N T. 


Medicine artleſs and ſimple — much older than Phy- 
ſic exerciſed as an art ——— That, and a new train of 
diſeaſes introduced after the Flood, by Luxury — 
Its beginning rude Sprung up in the Faſtern 
nations Grounded upon the ſuppoſed influence 
of the Stars Studied and practiſed by the Magi 
Hence it paſs'd into Egypt, where the Prieſts 
ſtill had the chief exerciſe of it —— Their Cures, 
&c. inſcribed on the pillars and walls of their Tem- 
ples Particular Branches of the Science ſtudied 
by particular perſons —— Hence tranſplanted into 
Greece, but not brought to any degree of perfection 
till HieeocrATEs's time, who firſt made phyſic ration- 
al —— A ſhort digreſſion, by way of Encomium on 
J. BAILLIE, M. D.—— Phyſic next travels into Italy 


—— brought imo diſgrace by Quackery, &c.— 


2 Dedicated to Dr. Baillie, who was Phyſician to the allied army 
in Germany, and died of the Spotted Fever at Ghent, December 
1743 —— ſoon after the ſecond edition of this poem was publiſhed, 


Multis ille bonis flebilis occidit ; 
Nulli flebilior quam mibi.— Hos. 
B GALEN, 


[21 

GALEN, at length, explains every thing by the rigid 
doctrines of the Peripatetics Did a great deal 
of miſchief, as well as ſervice, to this Noble Art— 
Much blamed for this, but commended for the pains 
he rook with a view of improving Medicine 
Phyſic loſt, with other arts and ſciences, when the 
Goths, &c. over-ran Europe, but reviv'd among 
1 = the Arabs, after ſome ages, tho' GaLEN's errors 
{till predominant Chymiſtry, the firſt great im- 
prover of this ſcience, diſtinguiſh'd from Alchymy, 
1 an art, as old as TuBAL Cain Another ſhort 
| digreſſion on the Vanity of hunting after the 
Philoſopher's Stone The wiſe uſe Mr. BoyLE 
made of Chymical experiments An Encomium 
upon him Another on SancTorIus — The diſ- 
covery or demonſtration of the Circulation of the 
Blood, by our countryman, Harvey, fixes Phyſic on a 
more certain baſis than ever —— That, and experi- 
mental philoſophy, afterwards carried to ſo great 
lengths by Mr. BovLE, brought the art nearer to 
perfection in this Iſland, than can juſtly be boaſted 
of by any other Nation Surprizing diſcoveries 
in Anatomy and Botany —— The ſeveral Authors 
of them juſt mention'd, and compared Phyſic 


at length fixes her empire in Britain, which con- 
cludes the whole. 


ON G ere Phyſicians knew the Healing Art, 
3 Diſeaſe to quell, or eaſe the aching heart, 
Med'cine b aroſe At firſt by Heav'n deſign'd, 
With balmy wing, to ſhield and bleſs mankind: 


The injuries and viciſſitudes of the air the nature and quali- 
ties of food — the violence of external bodies the actions of 


In 


al- 
s of 


In 


EM) 


In every field the wholeſome Simple grew, 

Its uſe each ruder Clown and Peaſant knew ; 
Which, cull'd with care, the wiſh'd Aſſiſtance gave j 
Not prompt to kill 


if impotent to fave. 
From Trees, from Plants, the eaſy Cure was ſought, 
And, from the murm'ring rill, Health flow'd unbought 
The friendly limpid Draught, the temp'rate Meal, 
Ne'er aſk'd the aid of Bolus, or of Pill; 
With equal force their vig'rous Pulſes beat, 
No Cordials, then, to raiſe th' extinguiſn'd Heat; 
No frantic Mirth, nor Melancholy, then, 
Heav'n's ſharpeſt Curſe upon the ſons of men! 
To calm a Fever's rage no arts were try'd, 
Till haply of the Doctor, Patients dy'd; 
Feebly the limbs no ſlacken'd Nerves ſuſtain'd ; | 
Hereditary Health, and Vigour reign'd. 

But ſay, my Muſe, theſe happier ages paſt, 
How Sickneſs and Diſeaſe broke in at laſt.” 
From man to man how Plagues unnumber'd ſpread, 
When Phyſic rear'd her ſcientific head —— | 


Such ills combin'd what mortal can endure ? 
and the Cure ? 


How few outlive the Sickneſs 


life——and laſtly, the very ſtructure of the very human frame, muſt 
have render'd ſome Diſcaſes, and conſequently Medicine, as old as 
mankind, though much changed and complicated ia after-ages. 


B 2 Not 


[4] 


Not long the Flood had left the face of earth, 
And loſt mankind receiv'd a ſecond Birth, 
Ere Lux'ry roſe, with Sickneſs in her train, 
And all the frightful Family of Pain: 
Nature's ſpare Wants forſook the homely batted; 
With mad Profuſion ſee each table ſtor d! 
Invention labour'd to debauch the treat, 
And whet the jaded appetite to eat: 
Intoxicating wines henceforth began 
T' inflame the blood — not chear the heart of man: 
Hence Gout and Stone afflict the human race; 
Hence lazy Jaundice, with her ſaffron face, 
Palſy, with ſhaking head and tott'ring knees, 
And bloated Dropſy, the ſtaunch Sor's diſeaſe ; 
Conſumption pale, with keen, but hollow eye, 
And ſharpen'd feature, ſhew'd that Death was nigh: 
The feeble Offspring curſe their crazy Sires, 
And, tainted from his birth, the Youth expires. 
Firſt, thro' the Eaſt, in ſocial league, we find 
The ſage Phyſician to the Prieſthood join'd 
Phyſic, alone, the rewrend MaG1 knew, 
Its firſt inventors, and corruptors too 


On Stars, and Planets, the rude art they found, 


And tread, inglorious! on inchanted ground ; 


Nor 


Nor 


[5 :] 


Nor dar'd the healing Med'cine to apply, 


If e SATURN glanc'd with a malignant eye. 

To Egypt, next, Phylic directs her flight, 
There prun'd her wing, and bleſs'd a clearer light; 
O'er her fair face no artful veil was thrown, | 
Nor only from huge Volumes was ſhe known, 

On 4 Marble ſculptur'd, and the faithful Stone: 
Recording [Temples now at once inſure 

The Leech's Fame, and propagate the Cure: 

Nor each, to ev'ry Branch, as yet applies, 

But this the Heart could cure, and that, the Eyes; 
The ulcer'd Limb ſome only knew to heal, 

While Female patients bleſs'd another's ſkill. 

Here flourith'd long the Pharmaceutic arts, 
Which Commerce, ever bounteous, next imparts 
To ancient Greece——but flow her. progreſs ſtill—— 
Rude and imperfect yet the medic ſkill : 5 
When, lo! AroLLo's fav'rite fon aroſe, 

The depths of phyſic ſtudious to diſcloſe, 


e The Chaldzans were the firſt aſtronomical obſeryators, and are 
ſappoled to have built their notions of phyſical matters upon aſtrolo- 
logical grounds — either the influence ot a particular Flanet, or of 
{ome tutelar Dæmon, were ſtill conſider'd. Hence this ſuperſti- 
tious practice, with the Science itſelf, was derived to the A:gypuans. 

+ See Wotton on Ancient and Modern Learning. 


B 3 Hiypos 


[6] 


who with a purer ray 


HipPOCRATES® 
Beam'd on his Followers a brighter day : 

By ſimpleſt methods, flow indeed, but ſure, 
Who firſt preſcrib'd the Diætetic cure: 

Hence ſtubborn Chronics dwindled by degrees, 


And food grew Health — that late was the Diſeaſe — 
The Fever's rage, obedient to ſubſide, 


Life's purple current pour'd a gentler tide; 
Honey and Milk, the ſole ſpecifics then, 

The mild Decoction, and the cool Ptiſan; 
From Nature's ſource he drew unerring laws ; 


Such BAILLIE's practice now, —ſuch SYD'NHAM's' Was. 
O BAILLIE!I if theſe numbers reach thine ear, 
Accept this Tribute, as thyſelf ſincere.— 


Forgive the Muſe, officious thus t' employ 
Thoſe hours of Health you help her to enjoy : 


Being a maſter of Experience as well as of Analogy and Reaſon, 
and withal verſed in pure philoſophy, he ſirſt made phyſic rational, 
and laid the foundation of the Dogmatic medicine, which has ſince 
obtained. He prefs'd no Hypotheſis into his ſervice, as may be 
ſeen in his book of Diſeaſes, Affections, &c. He firſt ſtarted 
the doctrine of Critical Days in diſeaſes; for which, when Poly theiſm 
was in vogue, they were ready to take him for a God. — Tis 
certain, none of the phyſicians of old Greece followed any Theory — 
of whom Baglivi ſays - * Quod nos per leges Theoriæ, id illi 
** ſola menus perſpicacitate, longo uſu confirmati, peragebant.“ 

f © Artis noſtræ ornator & ornamentum, qui ſepoſitis opinionum 
« commentis ad obſervationes prorſus ſe dedit, & a prima ætate ad 
«« extremum uſque ſenium cum natura cohabitayit,” ſays a 


learncd Foreigner, 
| How 


21 
How few, like thee, ſuch diff*rent virtues blend, 


And mix the true Phyſician with the Friend ? 


In whom thy claſſic Taſte and Learning join, 
J inſtru, t' adorn, — to poliſh and refine. — 


How few, like thee, with kindred ſorrow melt, 
And weep thoſe evils, which they never felt? 
Balm to my woe, and comfort in diſtreſs, 

Living I'll love thee — and will dying bleſs. 

Such was the medic art — O Shame to tell ! 
What yet the faithful Muſe muſt now reveal — 
Nurs'd long in Grecian climes, with tend'reſt care, 
She Weſtward fled, and breath'd a * Roman air: 
But ſoon, alas! her new-born honours fade, 
Her riſing luſtre baſe Impoſtors ſhade. : 

By Roman M1sauBins and W—ps b betray'd. 
Rome had her Quacks, for ſuch all climes produce, 


The Bane of ſcience, and irs worſt Abuſe : 


"I No Map, no HuLsEe was then, the art to ſave — 

4 | It ſunk, deteſted by the wiſe and brave. | 

be 

d | 

1 E Pliny ſays, the Romans had an averſion to Phyſicians, and their 

"ig art, till Archagathes came from Greece to Rome, where he practiſed 

. Phyſic and Surgery with reputation, in the year of Rome 535 ——— 

li However, tis certain the art was ſunk very low in the opinion of the \ 
Romans before that time, by the roguery and ignorance of Quacks. 

ty one but freed-men, &c. . for a long courſe of years. | 

1 Two eminent Quacks of the preſent century. | 


3 Ps GALEN 
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GALEN, at length, review'd the ſacred Plan, 
And to collect its ſcatter'd parts began; 
Greedy of Fame, digeſted them with care; 
Well were it, had his Labours ended there———— 
But boaſting clearer Lights, he tack'd to theſe, 
ptrange Humours, Elements, and Qualities ; 
Confounding thus the i Coan maſter's rule, 
With the rude cant of Ax1sToTLE's ſchool : 
Of Obſervation left the fruitful fields, 
For the wild waſte that * Speculation yields : 
A Fairy land, and a neglected ſhore, 
No Æſculapian ſage e' er trod before; 
Experience now held but the ſecond place, 


And Truths beſt founded on her ſolid Baſe: 


No more, O ſad Reverſe! in one we view, 
The watchful ! Nurſe, and wiſe Phyſician too 


i Cos or Coos, an iſland in the Archipelago, where Hippocrates | 


was born — hence ſo called. 


* Si excipis. * ſays a learned author, ** paucos illos obſerva- 
« tores, qui caſus & hiſtorias medicas ad vivum prout ab ipſa rei na- 


e tura procedebant, deſcribendo, medicinæ pomceria ſummopere am- 


= pliarunt ; j ea quz reliqui adjecere, falſam theoriam, & hujuſmodi 
* ineptias ſpectantia, turbarunt potius impediveruntque illus 5 
* greſſus — quam indicarunt — aut promoverunt.“ 

In Hippocrates's time, and after, Phyſicians watch'd almoſt day 


and night by their patients bed ſide, and ſtuck cloſe to 9 
whence called, The Clinic Sect. 


Subtle 


[9] 


Subtle t' explode, as artful to invent, 


By midnight lamps a GALEN's hours were ſpent, 
Some fav'rite Syſtem anxious to maintain, 

The monſtrous Child of his prolific brain; 

By dark Solutions to outſtrip the wiſe, 

And ere the Race was run — to ſnatch the Prize. 

Thus far the Muſe, reluctant, dares to blame 
Whom m ſixteen hundred years have giv'n to Fame; 
Pleas'd, ſhe proceeds, more ardent to commend — 
Foe to his Faults, but to his Worth a Friend. 

If unknown worlds of Med'cine to explore, 
T*expound their virtues, and increaſe their ſtore; 
In ſearch of Truth, if any praiſe it be, 

To drain the Mines of deep Philoſophy ; 
Of known effects to trace the hidden cauſe, 
And ſcan, by rules of Art, wiſe Nature's laws; 
By Envy's ſelf the debt ſhall ſure be paid, 
And lateſt honours dignify his Shade. 
What time the Gothic ſwarms forſook their Hive, 


Learning no longer could the Shock ſur vive: 


m He flouriſhed in the time of Trajan, and three ſucceeding Em- 
perors. — He wrote fifteen volumes, beſides notes on Hippocrates, 
and died at Rome, anno Dom. 140. | 

After the ſixth century the Arts were not only extinguiſhed, but 
almoſt all memory of them loſt till the ninth, from which, to the 
thirteenth, Medicine was vigorouſly cultivated by the Arabs in Afia, 


Of 


lie} * 
Of human art no traces we deſcry, 
Art's faireſt fruit, and Learning wither'd lie: 
Defac'd, o'erthrown, and mingled with the duſt, 
The labour'd Column, and the breathing Buſt — 
Chaos return'd, all Peace and Order fled ; 
O'er Cuſtoms, Language, Laws, thick night was ſpread; 
Till (as ſome long loſt Stream renews its ſource, 
Which under ground purſu'd its mazy courſe) 
Science, again to happier climes reſtor'd, 
Unveil'd her charms — and was again ador'd. 
The ſable night of Ignorance withdrawn, 
From bleſs'd Arabia broke the chearful Dawn; 
Of Medicine, lo! the long uncultur'd Field 


Began to ſmile, — and a new Harveſt yield 


On Afric's ſettled, and Iberia's ſhore, 

The Saracens reviv'd the art once more: 

But GaLEN's errors choke the wholſome ſoil, 
Obſtruct its Progreſs, and confound their toil. 

Next Chymiſtry, which long in Embryo lay, 
Started new lights, and ſmooth'd the thorny way ; 
Africa, and Spain — who, applying themſelves particularly to the 
ſtudy of the Materia Medica, and its preparations, and to the opera- 


tions of Chirurgery, rendered both more juſt and copious at the tame 


time; — and yet Galen's errors became now more predominant 
than ever. | 


Not, 


the 


[11] 


Not, as of old, to Alchymy confin'd, 


Nor knew Yenrich, alone, but bleſs mankind : 
Long had ſhe learn'd Yextra& the ſhining Ore, 
But Med'cine now confeſs'd her healing pow'r : 
Strange worlds of wonder open'd to the view, 
And old diſcov'ries were confirm'd by new. 
But man, {till reſtleſs, impotent, and vain, 
With thirſt of knowledge fir'd, and ſordid gain, 
Knows not to ſtop, nor whither to extend 
His bold Reſearch — {till curious to no End. 


How things are made, 1s not his narrow view, 
He muſt be wiſer yet, and make them too : 
Like God himſelf, creative power employ ; 
Not wonder only — and with thanks enjoy. 

See, by his Fires, the ſooty Artiſt ſweat, 
To paſs th' eternal bound by Nature ſet, 


Miſled by AzisToTLE's dazzling light, 


For Tranſmutation labour day and night ; 
In queſt of mountains of imagin'd Wealth, 


IIis Fortune diſſipate, his Time, his Health; 


* Alchymy, as contradiſtinguiſhed, by ſome writers, from Chymiſtry, 
conſiſted in refining metals, and extraQting them from their Ores. — 
This art, older than the Flood, is aſcribed to Tubal Cain, Gen. iv. 
22. It is but of late that Chymiſtry has been applied to the prepa- 
ations of Medicine, and extended to Plants, Animals, Minerals, &c. 
Mr. Boyle, the moſt eminent for obſervations and diſcoveries of this 
ſort — Paracelſus, Stachenius, and Van Helmont, carried it to ſuch a 


length, as to render Medicine almoſt wholly chymical, 
From 
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From Motion, Matter, taught that all things grew, 
What cannot Motion, giv'n to Matter, do? 
As eaſy, ſure, when This and That combine, 
To forge the glitt'ring maſs, as to refine — 
Vain Reas'ner! the fantaſtic Scarch give o'er, 
Or, firſt, go — analyze the painted Flow'r — 
If long intent to ſep'rate and compound, 
To pay thy toil, a gen'ral Flow'r be found, 
The grand Elixir thou may'ſt hope to boaſt, 
Nor find, in ſearch of Gold, thy labour loſt. 
Not ſa a BoyLE his uſeful hours employ'd, 
The true Philoſopher's unerring q guide. 


BovLE, for no Syſtems anxious to contend; 


Experiment, the Means — and Truth, his End — 


According to Ariſtotle, Epicurus, &c. Gold and Sand are, at 
bottom, but one and the fame matter. — The Chymiſts thought they 
had found out, that Salt, Sulphur, and Mercury, with a iew other 
Ingredients, were the immediate Elements of all bodies; but that 
there was in reality a primitive Matter, which took all forts of Forms 
— that, conſequently, nothing remained to be done but to work upon 
that primitive Matter, to preſent it with fit Moulds, and to give it a 
certain Turn, to have Gold, Jewels, and the Elixir Salutis. — This 
ſtudy has been well defined to be — Ars fine arte, cujus prin- 
« cipivum eſt mentiri —— medium laborare et finis mendi- 
care. 6 
* 4 Mr. Boyle reſcued Chymiſtry from the cenſures it had long lain 
under from the Enthuſiaſm of Helmont, &c. and has ſhewn, of what 
infinite uſe it is to Philoſophy and Medicine, when kept within its 
proper bounds. | 


f Who 


10 


and no leſs juſtified the uſe he made of Chymiltry ia medicine by his 


[ 13 ] 
Who wak'd to life, and into action brought 
The child of Fancy, flumb'ring but in thought: 
Who Chymic aids to Phyſic belt apply'd, | 
Nor boaſted pow'rs that Angels are deny'd; 
Thro' all his works the one Supreme confeſs'd, 
And in the Creature the Creator bleſs'd: 
Who wiſely knew to ſhun the wild extremes 
Of ſceptic doubtings, and ſcholaſtic Dreams; 
To ſurer Science pointed out the road, 
Which * BOERHAAVE late, and ev'n a N EWTON trod. 

Say, Muſe, and next record Sanctorius' name, 

Not leaſt SaxcToRIvs in the liſt of Fame — 
Who mark'd, to groſſer outlets not confin'd, 
Thoſe ſubt'ler ſluices nature has aſhon'd; 
By Weight and Meaſure fix'd th'eternal Waſte; 
That thro' the Pores in light Effluvia paſs'd : 
Hence wiſely taught, that Nature's rule is ſuch, 
Diſeaſe alike ; too little, or too much 


Allowed to have been the firſt Phyſician and Chymiſt in Farope 


Mentions our Engliſh Philoſopher Boyle, with the utmoſt honour, 


own practice. —— | 
Mr. Boyle's diſcoveries of the qualities of bodies, by the aſ- 


. ſiſtance of Chymiliry, were fo conſiderable, that the illuſtrious Sir 


Iſaac Newton himſelf has thought proper to follow his example. — 


When, from the effects of bodies, he demonſtrates their Laws, Ac- 


tions, and Powers, he always brings Chymical experiments for his | 
Vouchers. | | 


The | 


[14] 
The Health we covert but a Golden Mean, 
When juſt Proportions guide the nice Machine: 
The * Balance broke, Ills that have ſcarce a Name, 
Acute or Chronic, wreck the tender frame. 
The triumph, ſtill, was o'er effects alone; 

Nor were diſeaſes in their cauſes known ; 

Till firſt immortal HARVEx led the way, 

And pointed where their ſecret Sources lay: 

All that the Wiſe had ſketch'd in diſtant thought, 
The godlike HARVvEx ſaw, and prov'd, and taught: 
While others, dubious, hint the Blood to flow, 
*Twas u his alone, to trace the manner, how — 
And in what time, its rapid journey done; 

Freſh from the heart, again its race is run. 

Hence Phyſic, to no laviſh ” Se& confin'd, 

Gave all her bigot Syſtems to the wind; 


t Inſenſible Perſpiration is the moſt perfect action of animal di- 
geſtion. — The keeping it up in due meaſure is the cauſe as well as 
ſign of Health, and the leaſt Deviation from that due Quantity the 
certain forerunner of a Diſeaſe. _— See Arbuthnot on Aliments, 
p- 133. 

The Circulation of the Blood has been generally allowed to have 
been firſt diſcovered in England, in the year 1628, hy Mr. Harvey, 
a Phyſician of our own Country though there are ſeveral who 
diſpute that honour with him, ſuch as Vander Linden, in Holland — 
Realdus Columbus, of Cremona, — and Andreas Cæſalpinus, at Ve- 
nice. This notion has, indeed, been occaſionally and ſlightly 
treated by them, as an Hypotheſis, but never demonſtrated till - 
vey's time, | | 

» 5 Nullius in verba jurare, is not only the Motto of the * 

0 


[15] 
To nobler Heights her tow'ring head ſhe rears, 5 
The growing labour of three thouſand years — 
The queen of Science, rival nations greet, 
And lay their faireſt Trophies at her feet : 
The * Tubes, the Glands, theſe foremoſt to explain; 
The Muſcles, theſe expound, and thoſe the Brain; 
While others pore through Microſcopic Glaſs, 
And ſee the“ Lymph thro' ſubtle Strainers paſs : 
From Senſe, not wild Hypotheſis, deduce ._ 
The Structure of each veſſel, and its Uſe. 
Tho' late ASELL1Us' angel-eye explor'd, 
Where Lacteal rivulers * inceflant pour'd | 
Thro' * viewleſs Ducts, meandring had deſcry'd 
This way and that the Chyly Fluids glide: 


IThine now to mark, O» Picqutr, only thine ! 


Where, faithful to their courſe, the milky Currents join; 


Society, but a received Principle amongſt all the Philoſophers of the 
preſent age. 

x Theſe ſeveral diſcoveries in Anatomy are owing to Wharton, 
Willis, Brown, and others, ſince Harvey's time. 

y Maiphigi was the firſl diicoverer of the Lymphatic Veſſels — 
each of which, according to Dr. Arbuthnot, is one hundred times 
finer than a Hair —— Malphigi died, anno, 1694. 

2 Aſellius firſt deſcribed, if not diſcovercd, the Lacteal Veſſels, 
anno, 1622, — ſix years before Harvey diſcovered the circulation of 
the blood. 

The coats of the Lacteal Veſſels are ſo thin as to be inviſible, ex- 
cope when diftended with Chyle or Lymph. 


He firlt diſcovered the Receptacle of the Chyle, and its paſſage 


do the Ductus Thoracicus, anno, 1651. 


6 Whence, 
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Whence, upwards as they flow, again they part, 


Again uniting, ere they reach the heart; 
The Heart, whoſe frame had mock'd all ſearch before, 


Unveils its fibrous Texture to a LOWER. — 


New lights, progreſſive, dart from man to man; 
Hence Life and Motion, others next explain; 


While * Ruyscn, intent more wonders to contrive, 


Bids the injected carcaſe ſeem to live: 

With ſo much art the mimic liquor's thrown, 

Nature miſtakes —and thinks the work her Own — 

Still as we gaze around our hemiſphere, "0 

New conſtellations and new ſuns appear. 

A Cow ER, DRAK E, a KEIL, a CHISELDEN, 

Egregious Names! the glorious race have run, 

Haply themſelves, at length, by GIRLE and SHARP 

outdone. 0 5 

But ſee, with growing wonder and ſurpriſe, 

Where vegetable kingdoms blooming riſe ! 


£ 


© By this diſcovery Borellus was enabled, upon mechanical prin- 
ciples, to give a more ſatisfactory account of the methods of nature 
in diſpenſing life and nouriſhment to every part of the body, than had 
ever been given before. l 

* Frederick Ruyſch, a conſiderable Dutch profeſſor of Anatomy 
and Surgery at Amſterdam — famous for injecting coloured li- 
quors, melted wax, &c. into the dried veſſels of Animals, to ſhew the 
Diſpoſition, Texture, and Ramifications thereof. 


Nameleſs 


[9] 
Nameleſs till now, their Tribes promiſcuous ſeen 
To people thick Earth's wide extended green; 
When © TouRNETORT and Rar with rival {kill 
Their kinds diſtinguiſh and their claſſes tell; 

By kindred marks recount the ſpecies o'er 

Of ev'ry Tree, and Shrub, and Herb, and Flow'r : 
From generating duſt f how Poplars ſpring, 
Wafted from ſex to ſex by mild Fa voNius' wing: 
How near to Animals ſome 8 Plants allied, 
What thin Partitions do their bounds divide,” 


How by nice links the gradual ſcale aſcends, 
And Life begins 


where Vegetation ends. 


© Tournefort and Ray had great diſputes about the Diviſion of 
Plants. —— The firſt divided them into fourteen Genera, chuſing the 
flower and fruit as the proper marks of diſcrimination. — The latter 
divided them into twenty-five Genera, taking in the roots and leaves, 
Ke. — The diſtribution of Plants into Genera and Species, is abſo- 

lutely neceſſary to eaſe the Memory, and prevent its being over- bur · 
thened with an infinity of different names. 

According to the ſyſtem of Mr. Morland and Mr, Geoffroy, the 
fine duſt obſervable on the Piſtil of ſome Flowers impregnates the 
grain or fruit incloſed therein. — Theſe are both Male and Female 
within themſclves. — Thoſe plants that bear Fruit without Flowers, 
are diſtinguiſhed into Male and Female — and Mr. Geoffroy takes it, 
that the Wind, doing the office of a vehicle, brings the Farina, or 
duſt of the Male to the Female, which he ſuppoſes to be the Tomen- 
tum or Down of the Fruit, | 

The Senſitive Plant, which ſhrinks at the touch, is thought to 
be but One Degree below the Animal Life of an Oyſter or Muſcle, 


W hoſe ſpontanecus motion is in the loweſt degree we can well ima- 
gine. 


C | Mechanic 


1 


Mechanic h ſcience nor diſdains to join 
Its wond'rous aid to make the art divine; 
From Eaſt to Weſt hence Phyſic boaſts her ſway, 
And darts on all a more propitious ray; 
But fix'd her Throne on fair Britannia's iſle, 


To whom ſhe owes a Harvey — and a i BoyLE. 


N. B. If it ſhould be aſked, why I have made no ho- 
nourable mention of the Royar SocIETY, in a 
poem that ſeems naturally to lead to it, I have 
this to anſwer — That the ſubje& has been too co- 
piouſly and elegantly treated by k another hand for 
me to preſume to add any thing to ſo maſterly a 
performance, but my warmeſt Wiſhes for their Pro- 
ei 


N Medicine, by late improvements in. philoſophy, is become all 
mechanical or corpuſcular. — Inſtead of Galen's qualities and de- 
grees, every thing is now reduced to mechanical aftections — to the 
Figures, Balks, Gravities, &c. of the component particles, and to 
the great principle of Attraction. 

i He firſt dilcovered, or at leaſt brought the Air Pump to perfec- 
tion, which ſoon demonſtrated the ab furdity of that common notion, 
that nature abhorred a Vacuum — ſince he has ſhewn the true origin 
of qualities and bodies, nobody has dared to advance the Chimerical 
notion of Subſtantial forms. — By the help of theſe, and other valuable 
diſcoveries, many others have been made ſince Mr. Boyle's death, 
and many more probably will be, and his — rather increaſe 
than diminiſh in future ages. 


2 Spratt's Hiſtory of the Royal Society. 


FEDELLIO 


SOCORRO 
FIDELIO to MACHAON!, 
An EPLISTER 


Occaſioned by his deſiring the Author to write a Poem 
upon“ Health. 


Nec fonte labra prolui caballino; 
Nec in bicipti ſomniafſe Parnaſſo 
Memini, ut repente fic Poeta prodirem. PERslus. 


IRIE N D to my verſe; aſk me no more ; 


Safe in the port, to quit the ſhore ; 
To tempt the faithleſs, flatt'ring main, 
And plough poetic ſeas again ; 


* Where Rocks and dang'rous Shelves conſpire 
nein To wreck my Fame, and quench my Fire; 
erical . Where, late, my little Pinnace toſs'd, 

uable 

leath, Trembling I gave up all for loſt. 


| Dr. Baillie. | | | | 

n See a poem upon this ſubje& written by the ingenious Dr. Arm- 
ſtrong, wherein the beſt rules for the preſervation of Health and all - 
the charms of Verſiſication are ſo happily united. 
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1 =, 
Am ! for ey'ry ſubject fit 
Becauſe one a Theme I chaned to hit? 
Am I invoke, and rhyme it ſtill, 
A perfect maſter of the quill, 
On Sickneſs — Health —or what you will ? 
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Dan o Horace told us long ago, 
7 (And ſurely Hoxacs, Sir, muſt know,) 
| That not the Bard (whoe'er he be) 
Who writes like Laureate P CoLL. or Me, 
Whoſe Genius, without ſtrength or heat, 
Juſt crawls npon poetic feet ; EL. 
„But He, who like the ManTvar ſings, 
In lofty numbers, lofty things ; 
Whoſe fancy ev'ry Muſe inſpires, 
Whom Pnokzus warms with all his Fires, 
The Prize of Verſe alone can claim, 
And boaſt the ſacred Poet's name. 
Beſides, muſt CL10 always hear, 
Nor ever turn the dunny ear? 


 Alluding to the Progreſs of Phy, publiſhed about that time. 
. Neque enim concludefe verſum | 
Dixeris eſſe ſatis ; neque, ſiquis ſcribat, uti nos, 
Sermoni propriora, putes hunc eſte Poetam 
- Ingenium cui fit, cui mens divinior; atque os 
Magna ſonaturum, des nominis hujus honorem. 


. 9 Hon. Sat. iv, lib, 1. 
Calley Cibber. 
Who 


— 


n 


Who rarely heeds the Poet's call — 


Unaſk'd, inſpires — or not at all- 


In Humour, as in Sex, the ſame 


As any ſublunary Dame, 
No Genius I, Sir, — faith and troth! 
I barely live from hand to mouth; 


Scrape juſt enough from hide-bound Wits 


To clear old Scores, and pay my Debts : 
What if I ſcrawl'd, in lucky hour, 

Two hundred lines, perhaps — or more — 
With ſacred love of Friendſhip fir'd, 


Or &en by PhoEzus' ſelf infpir'd; 


As well may He be counted wiſe 

Who in ſome Lott'ry wins a Prize, 
Whom Fortune deigns with luck to crown, 
Againſt the Odds *boye Five to One; 

As I be honour'd with the Bays, 


LY 


For paying Worth with honeſt Praiſe, 


And decking with the Palm that's due ; 
SYD'NHAM, HippoCRATEs, and You, 
No, no — let PoE with kinder gales, 

Greedy of Fame, croud all his Sails; 

I only ſeek content of mind, 

Bleſs'd, if in verſe Content I find; 

C 3 
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Rich in one dear, diſcerning Friend, 


And prais'd enough, when you commend. 
Let PoE, Columbus-like, explore 
Bright worlds of Wit, unknown before ; 
O only born unhurt to ſteer 
*Twixt Envy's blaſt, and Critic ſneer ! 
His magic numbers, ſure to pleaſe, 
Or ſtrike with Strength, or charm with Eaſe; 
Whether AchliLLESs' rage he tells, 
Or milder wrath — of gentle 4 BELLEs ———- 
Whether, with bold ſatyric pen 
He brands the Fronts of guilty men ; 
Or bids the Reader's eye o'erflow | 
With ſtreams of ſympathetic woe: 
Let Health, fair Theme! his Muſe employ, 
Enough for me that Health t'enjoy ; . 
Till envious Fortune ſhifts the ſcene, 
And ſaddens all my hours with * Spleen, 
Ev'n now I tremble on the brink 
Of the dark cave — my ſpirits fink ——— 
Adieu, Parnaſſus, flow'ry height! 
Adieu, the gay poetic flight! 
* Alluding to Rape of the Lock. 


The Author much afflited with this diſtemper. 
* Alluding to Abelard ang Eloiſe, 55 


: 


— 
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A thouſand. meagre ſhapes adyance ; 
Before my eyes alternate dance; 


In Sleep no more my eye-lids cloſe ; 

Nor waking can I find repoſe; 

« All Nature's works a * Blank to me,” 

Nay, worſe, inhance my Miſery ; | 
While all in Art that us'd to pleaſe, 

Serves but to heighten my Diſeaſe ; 

The flying Fugue — the trilling ane 

Diſcordant grate upon my ear; 


Painful to me the mild return 


Of ſummer's eve, or chearful morn, 

The Sun with irkſome Splendor gleams; 

Bear me — oh bear me, from his Beams! 
Reſtleſs to Shades, to Books I run; 

Myſelf, the worſt of Foes, to ſhun ; 

Wit, Senſe, and Port, no longer pleaſe; 

Nor Home's ſtrength, nor WALLER's eaſe; 
Taſteleſs alike, the wide extremes | 


Of * AppisoN's, and u BunyaN's dreams, 


Milton. 


2 Alluding to Mr, Addiſon's Allegorical dreams in the Spectators, 
and the Pilgrim's Progreſs. 5 
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The Bellman's and the Laureate's lay, 
And © Sonnets trim of Gentle Gay ;” 
Vain ev'n Philoſophy I find, 
That boaſted Med'cine of the mind ! 
Wiſdom, how vain! when joyleſs prove 


The Friend I truſt, the She I love; 
What comfort can the Wretch receive ; 


Who fears to die — yet dreads to live ? 
I ſummon Reaſon to my aid, 
By Reaſon's ſelf, alas, betray'd: 
Reflect and reaſon as I will, 
The ſport of tyrant Fancy till ; 
Far from the croud, I fir Weber 
In ſecret ſigh, in ſilence mourn, 
Till, fond of Grief, 1 bleſs my lot, 
Forgetting all — by all forgot. | 

But ſee, from Heav'n the bleſs'd reprieve : 
Nor always ſhall the wretched * grieve ; 
Reaſon once more reſumes her reign, 


The mounting ſpirits warm the brain: 


Non, fi male nunc, et olim 
Sic erit — — 
— neque ſemper arcum 
Tendit ArouLo. = 1 Hon. lib. 11, ode 10. 


Sudden 


\ {-? 
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Sudden the routed Phantoms fly, 
Sad Source of all my Miſery ! 
New to each Tranſport I ſurvive; 


Once more I breathe 


So ſapleſs FLowR's, that late were ſeen 


To droop, and mourn their wither'd green, 


Deck with freſh Bloom th'enamel'd ground, 


And ſhed their new-born Sweets around, 
The joyous Interval I paſs 

With chearful Friend o'er circling glaſs ; 

Or, (if that bleſſing be deny'd, 

Which crowns our ev'ry bliſs beſide) 

To Love, in fair CLak1s84's praiſe, 

I wake the Lyre, and tune my lays; 

Regale o'er BUTLER's * quaint conceits, 

Or grave Knight Errant's * windmill feats; 

Now turn the ſober volumes o'er, 

And, what the Wiſe have taught, explore; 

Haply, in ſport, ſerenely gay, 

I bleſs the Sun-ſhine of a day ; 

Studious of Life the moſt to make, 

Nor leſs t'inſure my laſt beſt Stake; 


Author of Hudibras, 
* Don Quixote, 


O5 


once more I live. 


To 
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To Heav'n my tuneful voice I raiſe 
In hymns of Gratitude and Praiſe ; Z 
Thro' life this Theme I will purſue, f 
In other worlds his Praiſe renew, 
Who heard — and ſnatch'd me from tlie Grave —— 


Who wounds to heal — and ſtrikes, to fave. 


THOUGHTS 


HT» 


f 2x J 
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On looking at a Sun- dial, at St. Mary's at South- 
ampton, with this motto, 


« THE TIMES AT HAND.” 


= HE Time's at hand!“ O what an awful check 
- To bold aſpiring thoughts! tolordly Worldlings 
Who baſk i'th' ſunſhine of rob'd Majeſty ! 
« The Time's at hand.” —Attend to this, ye ſlaves 
Of pomp and greatneſs, proud Ambition's tools, 
State pageants of an hour! who, perch'd o'th* top 
Of Fortune's giddy wheel, look down aſkaunt 
On Virtue's ſons, who eat the hard-earn'd bread 
Of honeſt Induſtry, nor heed the ſtroke + 


That tears the laurel from the Hero's brow, 


And lay's imperial Cæs AR in the duſt 
The preſent hour, or haply not ſo much, 
Alone is thine ; the next may call thee hence; 
And give thee up to endleſs miſery ! 
O think on this, while yet it is to day! 
All 


8—ͤ— 2 —_— 
RY — — ng RO IT * —„— - 
« 


In noiſy riot and intemperance. 
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All ye who waſte the ſcant, th'impoxtant ſpace, 


- 


Or, (if to leſs tumultuous paſſions prone) 
Unnerve the vital ſtrength of vig'rons youth, 
In the ſoft lap of luſtful Dalliance ? 
The Time's at hand.” To thee I call, Avazot 


And with a friendly : voice. O ceaſe to count 


— 


The glitt'ring heaps, and hug the uſeleſs ſtore; 
Learn, learn to ſpare — and let thy lib'ral hand 
Diffuſe, like Hea Vn, its bleſſings on the Poor 
What, if ta- morrow Nature's debt be paid. 

Will it avail, that once from either Ind', 

A kingdom's wealth flow'd in with ev'ry tide 

To {well thy coffers ? — Nonght remains to thee, 
But a pale Winding- ſheet, and filent Grave. 

What means that pointed ſteel, th'uplifted arm, | 
What horrid purpoſe prompts the deſp'rate deed! 
O ſtay! let Nature plead ! The Time's at hand,” 
When Blood for Blood ſhall ſurely be repaid : 
And dares he ſtill to urge the fatal blow, 
That draws down tenfold vengeance on his head, 
And to Perdition dooms the wretch for ever ? 

Is that ſhrunk Spectre, (what a fearful change!) 


© To thee I call, but with no friendly voice. Mir ron. 


The 
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The ſprightly once, the much-lov'd FLoxixionD j 
So form'd to pleaſe ? At midnight revellings 
Mirthful and blithe, of ev'ry winning grace 
Too fatally poſleſs'd, to wreek the peace, 
And fondly triumph o'er the guilty ſpoils 
Of frail, unguarded, injur'd innocence ? 
Where are thoſe enſigns now of roſeate health, 
Thoſe eyes that ſparkled, that inchanting mien, 
Which kindled love in ev'ry fair one's breaſt, 
And lur'd the fair CL ROA to deſtrution? 
Ah me! the charm is o'er = The Time's at hand.” 
O ſeize the fleeting hours that yet are thine, 
Bewaail the paſt — repent —and be forgiven ! 
Are there who groan beneath Oppreſlion's rod, 
Who feel the laſh of unrelenting Power, 
Whoſe patient Merit, ill repaid with ſcorn; 
With cold Neglect, drag thro' a wretched Being, 
And hopleſs crouch beneath the galling load 
Of Penury and Want ? ' Whoſe modeſt Worth 
In ſecret pines, nor knows to aſk relief? 


Are there, whom now pale Ague's chilling froſt, 
And now a Fever's rage affſict by turns? 
Whom Gout and Stone (the Leech's worſt diſgrace) 


* A Phyſician, fo called. 


The A 
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491. 
With unremitting force at once aſſail, 
And rend each Nerve with agonizing Pain ? 
Oh, if with ev'ry ſharp Affliction tri'd, 
In Virtue's thorny paths ye've firmly trod, 


cn. 


Nor turn'd aſide from fair Religion's lore, 
« The Time's at hand.” Let Angels catch the ſound ! 


When the freed Soul, renew'd in all its ſtrength, 


Spurning this earth, to Heav'n ſhall wing her flight, 
And leave her cumb'rous, painful Load behind ——-: 


There ev'ry heart-felt, bitter Pang ſhall ceaſe, 
And the poor throbbing Pulſe ſhall beat no more ; 
There bleſs'd, thro' an Eternity's wide round, 
Your Harps you'll tune to your Creator's praiſe, 
Nor ceaſe t'adore a dying Saviour's love. 
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L 7 HILST wild ambition fires VENToso's breaff, 
And o'er the glitt'ring heap Av ARo's bleſt, 
While reſtleſs FLORIO flies from place to place, 
And coldly ſnuns As pAsIA's fond embrace; 
From Weſt to Eaſt delighting ſtill to roam, 
In ſearch of fancy'd Bliſs deſerts his Home ; 
While ſome to ſoft Italian climes repair, ; 
And ſeek from milder ſkies a purer air, | 
Or ceaſeleſs turn unwieldy volumes o'er, 
The mazy depths of Science to explore, 
Or climb proud Windſor's terras to deſcry 
Lawns, Foreſts, Streams, that tire the aching eye; 
Far humbler ſcenes my roving ſteps invite, 
Far other joys my raviſh'd Muſe delight ; 
Bear me, ye pow'rs, to Newbarns' peaceful ſhade ; 
For ſoft Retirement, and for Friendſhip made; 


8 d The ſcat of Colonel Th—mſ—n, near St. Albans. 
: There 
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There let me wander thro? the ſilent brake, 
Or catch ſoft breezes from the © living lake. 
Where d B- forgot to weep — and oft ee 
Pour'd forth the effuſions of his honeſt mind; 
When late from venal Senates he withdrew, | 


To taſte thoſe j joys which CLov1o never knew; 
Where his lov'd TH—MS—N, every labour paſt, 
Sinks in ſoft eaſe, and finds fair Peace at laſt; 

In filent thought enjvys the preſent hour, 

Tends the weak ſhoot, or plants the blooming flow 'r T; 
Forgets the toils of FoxT'xoy's bloody plain, 

The war's rude conflict and the rough campaign; 

Far from this ſpot the pride of pomp and ſtate, 

No coſtly Viands here are ſerv'd in Plate; 

No French Ragouts pollute the wholſome treat, 

Nor Turtles here provoke the guelt to eat; 
Oporto's wines, alone, his tables ſtain ; 

For him, thy vintage, GALLIA, bleeds in vain.— 


Within theſe walls no wild exceſs is ſeen, 
No frantic mirth, nor heart-corroding ſpleen ; 


© Spelunce, vivique lacus. Virs. 


4 Lord D-|—m—r, who paſſed a ſummer here, not long after 
the death of his only ſon. a * 


The 
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The diſtant proſpect no proud Columns grace, 
Nor Cxs aks threaten in hiſtoric Braſs ; 
No © ſportive ſtreams guſh forth, above, W 
While from a thouſand Urns the waters flow; 
Here Nature in her ſimpleſt garb appears, 


Nor ſteals from Art the lovely Form ſhe wears; 
With native charms ſhe decks the bleſs'd retreat, 


No © Danger enters here - 


nor fly Deceit 
Far baniſh'd, far from courts, ia this lone cell 

f; Health, Virtue, Peace, and ſweet Contentment dwell ; 
Howe'er by Fortune's frowns perplext and croſt, 


In ſoft Oblivion ev'ry care is loſt 
For ever here, O let-me chearful ſtray! 
Hail the ſweet Morn, and bleſs the cloſing Day. 


4. Such as are to | be ſeen at Wilton, and other places, —— 


© — Secura quies, & neſcia fallere vita. Vine. 
e 
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To che Tune of ——T7 you, fair Ladies, now at Land. 


Nonwwboorns, July I6, 1765. 


I. 
O you, gay Folks, in London town 
In Summer who reſide, 
Who flaunt each night at Marybone, 
And each fine place beſide, 
While, ſaunt'ring here and there, you ſpend 
Your hours — to you theſe lines I ſend. 
With a Fa, la, la, ia, la, la. | 
II, 
With caſe and ſoft contentment bleſs'd, 
We laugh at Folly's train, 
Nor ſigh for joys by you poſſeſs d, 
French · Horns, or burnt Champaign ; 


The fragrant Lily, and the Roſe, 
Far, far outſhine your Belles and Beaus. 


wa III. Let 


* 


B 2 
III. 
Let BxENT with ſing ſong trilling note 
Regale your nicer ears; | 


We think the Blackbird's tuneful throat, 
The muſic of the ſpheres ; 


The ſweeter Linnet and the Thruſh, 
Our concerts make in ey'ry Buſh. 


| 4, pg 


While Philomel in ſhades remote, 71 


Sweet bird of night! complains, 
We liſten to each warbling note, 
| Inchanted with her ſtrains; 
And when the tuneful dirge is o'er, 
We, Cara! cry —— Encore, Encore ! 


V. 
When ſultry Suns dart fiercer beams, 
Thro' woods and glades we rove, 
Oc haunt the ſide of purling ſtreams, 
Our pleaſures to improve; 
Thus, thus, we paſs the Lve-long day, 
Nor heed we what your Great Ones ſay. 


Let ; „ VI. When, 


l 
VI. 

When, pinch'd with Northern blaſt ſo keep, 

We ſhun the cool retreat, 
The chearful glaſs diyerts our ſplecn, 

At Dinner when we meet; 
In ſober char our time we kill, 
Or play at Whiſt — or dear Quadrille. 


VII. 


While ſome with patriotic zeal, 
Vouchſafe che Helm to ſteer, 
| And, ardent for the public weal, 
The poſts of Honour ſhare ; 
It matters not to ſuch as we, 
Who holds the Staff —— or wears the Key. 


VIII. 


Let Stateſmen, vers'd in court grimace, 
Contend for pow'r and pay; 
To get a Penſion, or a Place, 
Cringe, flatter, and betray; 
A nobler prize. we have in view, 
While Love and Friendſhip we purſus, 


IX. "Tis 


„„ ee 
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| | IX. 
Tis this that gilds our Morning bright, 
And ev'ry cloud diſpels, 
Nor chearleſs is the gloom of Night, 
Where Love with Friendſhip dwells —— 
Bleſs'd Spot! where Joys like theſe combine; 


Such, ſuch are Ty—M5—N's Joys and Mine. 


With a' Fa, la, Ia, la, la, la. 
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OH! HOW HOT IT 181 
h O R, 


THE DELIGHTS OF MIDSUMMER, | 


A New BALLAb, to an excellent old Tune. 


[Anno 1761.] 


I. 
| H, the ſultry month of June: 
Sweating late and early —— 
Able ſcarce to hum a tune, 
Oh! we ſwelter rarely ! 


Sweating here, fuveating there, &, 


II. 


All night long we're in a ſweat, 
Sweating till the morning; 

Piping hot then up we get, 
Breakfaſt Bell gives warning. 


III. Afte 


Il. 


After tea we take a walk, 


In the grove or meadow ; "RPG 


Oh! how hot! is all our talk, 


None Cer ſweat as we do. 


Then upon the Graſs we're laid, 
For a while, how clever! 

Soon the Sun darts thro' the ſhade, - 

We're as hot as ever. 


. 
Panting with the noon-tide Heat, 
Home ward next we ſtroll, Sir, 


All beſmear'd with duſt and ſweat. 3 
Dor rr brings the bowl, Sir. 


VI. 
Cooling Cream, our thirſt d' allay. 
Eager now we ſwallow; 


Cyder too, and Curds and Whey ; 
Still we melt our tallow.. 


D 4 VII. Chairs, | 


Li; N. 


VII.. 


Chairs, ſtools, benches, reſtleſs Le 
Now we try to eaſe us; 

Chairs, ſtools, benches, beds of. dow, 
Nothing now can pleaſe. us. 


Dinner waits, and down we: fit, 
Fiſh and fleſn invite uus; 
Nox a; moxſel can we eat. 
Nothing can delight us. 
IX.. 
From aun 3 ſtrong or weak 
. We dexive no pleaſurs; | 
i: Cooling draughis in vain we faek, 
B Sweating beyond meaſure, - 
F . 
4 ; 
a . 
| | Evening» now comes on apace, 
| [7 | Now the Sun is ſetting, © © 


| L Shadows ſkim-the- meadow's face, 
b But we ſtill are ſweating. * ; 


* 


XI. Sweating 


_ Sweating thus from day to day, 


Pitying pow'rs befriend us! 
And, inſtead of June fo gay, 
Winter once more ſend us! 
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The TEMPLAR'S DELIGHT*; 
Tg Mp Fon 
The True Way found out at laſt. 


To the Tune of Ye Commons and Peers. 


I. 
OUNG CiIckRo once, 


No wit, nor no dunce, 


To amuſe him in ſtudies ſevere, 

Had got a young Kitten, 

That had no place to ſh—t in, 
Tho? he look?d out for one far and near. 


II. 
In the midſt of dry Law, 
He wou'd ſtroke her ſoft Paw, 
And ſo fond were they grown of each other, 
That, inſtead of a ſhe, 
Had Puſs been but a he, 
You'd have ſworn it had been his Twin Brother. 


f An humble imitation of the Delicacy of the late Dr. Swirr, of 


which he has left ſo many witty and ingenious Specimens in his 
writings, | 


III. But 


L 43 | 
III. 
But where is the joy, 
That has not ſome alloy! 
Nothing mortal Perfection can boaſt; 
What the beſt of us do, | 


Puſs often did too, 
As our Student ſoon found to his coſt. 


IV. L 
To keep the place clean, 
Such a rout there was ſeen, | 
For when looſe in the hilts ſhe wou'd cack y*- 
All over the room, 
Which ſent forth a perfume, 
Like a Jakes, or a foul pipe of“ Bacc—y. 


V.. 
Tho' fond of the creature, 
He wiſh'd ſhe was ſweeter ; 


Or that he cou'd find out a way 
To redreſs the ſad evil, 


(To be ſure 'twas the Devil), 
Nor admitted much longer delay. 


5 Vulgar cant for Tobacco. 
VI. As 


_— —— 
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As muſing he fat, 
A thought hit him pat, 


That a Box might he found ſo conciſe, 
Which, with Sand put therein, 


Might well hold thick and thin, - 


And thus anſwer the end in a trice. 


VII. 


A Box was procur d, : 
Back and fides well fecur'd;: 1 11 


Twas great pleaſure, no doubt, 


When Puſs went in and out, 
And cou d do all her matters ſo ſnugly. 


VIII, / 


Ye WnrTFINGTONS: all, 
Who have- Cats great or ſmall, 
That fondly you take ſuch delight in, 
Let a box full of Sand 
Be at Puſſy?s command, 


And you'll ne'er' he anno d with her ſi—t— ng. 


The 
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O ON people, draw near, 
And the truth you {hall hear, 
I ſcorn to put any grimace on, 
| You've heen batam'd long enough,” 
ö With the d—mn— d ſilly ſtuff, 
Of a Free and an Accepted Maſon. 


Il. 


The dear Brotherhood 
(As they certainly ſhou'd ) 
Their follies do put à good face on, 
Tho! *ris nought but a gin, 
To catch other Fools in, 
So ly is an Accepted Major. 


III. With 
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With Aprons before 'em, 


For better decorum, 

Of ſecrets they talk, *twou'd amaze one —— _ 
In Aprons array'd ” 
Of Calves leather made, 

of an Accepted Maſon. 


True Type 


IV. 


Their folly ſo great is 
Riſum teneatis ? | 
And their Title fo much they wou'd blazon, 
Ĩhbat they'd trace from the Flood, 
Their riſe, if uy con'd, 
And make Noan an Accepted Maſon. 


v. 


If on "OP. ne'er ſo high, 
A Brother they | py. 
As his Trowel he dext'rouſly lays on, | 
He muſt leave off his work, 
And come down with a jerk, 
At the ſign of an —— 3 Maſon. 


3 VI. They 
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VI. 
They know this and that; . 
The devil knows what, 


And themſelves they employ all their praiſe on; 
But —— this by the by 


There is no one can lie | 
a Free and an Accepted Maſon. 


Like 


VII. 


A Brother one time 

Being hang'd for ſome crime, 
All the Brethren did ſtupidly gaze on; 

They gave Signs without end, 

But —— faſt hung their Friend 
Like a Free and an Accepted Maſon. 


VIII. 


They tell us fine things, | 
How that Lords, Dukes, and Kings, 
Their Myſt'ries have put a good grace on; 
For their credit ber ſaid, 


Many a Skip has been made 
A Free and an Accepted Maſon. 


IX. From 


[ 48 J 
. 
From whence I conclude, g 
_ Tho? 't may ſeem ſomewhat rude, 


That no value their Tribe we ſhou'd place on, 
| Since a f, as we ſee, 


Of any degree, | 
May commence Free and Accepted Maſon. 


[4] 
eee eee eee 
TO &XaVDY 


Who defired the Author to ſend a Receipt for 
the Spleen. 


\ HIS Recipe, I recommend 
Not as a Doctor, but a Friend; „ 
As one not licens'd yet to kill, 
Who from Experience draws his Skill 3 
Who oft has been, he knew not how, 


And ſigh'd, and mop'd — as you may now. 
Be quick, proceed, and never fear, 

T will hit your Grievance to a hair. 
Firſt for the firſt, whate'er you do, 

Be ſure you take a Puke or two; 

Your Leeches bur preſcribe in vain, 


Till kind Emetics ſweep all clean ; 
For Choler, though in ſtomach bred, 
Whips you at once into the head, 
Where, in the language of the Wile, 
The Seat of your Diſorder lies; 

And, what they will let others preach, 
ch, 


| 
| 


Sets Alma Mater on her b 
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Who, once dethron'd, ſo wild and airy is, 
She plays a thouſand mad vagaries ; 
Turns Judges into dancing Bears, 
And Ladies into china Jarrs ; 
Transforms vile Blackguards into Lords, 


And Parſons into ſounding boards 


In ſhort, your Health it will reſtore. 
What Patient can require more ? 


Z. Tin. caſtorei. 5 
Sp. ſal. vol. aromat. aa Zij. 
Aq. alex. ſimp. 3vj. 
Cort. aurant. ſp. Zij. 
Syr. Croci. Ziij. Fiat mixt. 
Cujus capi. cochlear. iv. ſubinde. 


- 


ADVICE 


ADVICE TO A FRIEND, 
Who complained much of want of Sleep. 


EAR Sir, th' Advice I here impart, 
Flows not from rules of Medic Art, 
"Twere loſs of time to rummage GALEN, 
When, haply, ſuch as h You are ailing ; 
*T would puzzle an HiepocRATEs, 
To give a ſqueamiſh Patient eaſe; 
Who thinks the man ſhould make his Will, 
That takes a Bolus, or a Pill. 2 
On Recipes has no reliance, 
But ſets all Doctors at defiance ; 
And yet to ſerve ſo good a Friend, 
Pl pump my wits, 


Do you attend. 


Tho” ſure; I have enough to do, + "Op [ 
To hit your Caſe — and Palate too. | 't 

As means of cure, I ſhall not name 
Or Draught, or Pill, or Apozem; 5 | I 
Nor put you in a tedious courſe, \ f 
Of Phyſic, that might kill a horſe, — _ | if 


| W Much averſe to all ſorts of Phyſic. 
; ” E 2 | Far 
F 


1 
Far other Methods I ſhall try, 
Not dreamt of by the Faculty. 
Well then, while happier mortals ſleep, 
And bleſs'd, their nightly Sabbath keep; 
Moxenevs to you his aid denies —— 
' In ſhort you cannot cloſe your eyes. 
Popyr caſe is bad, I do agree, 
But not without a Remedy: 
Your Diet then, with ſtrict regard, 
And niceſt care, muſt be prepar'd J 
Inſtead of © lighteſt food and leaſt i,” 
(ln other caſes deem'd the beſt,) 
Of Norfolk Dumpling make your meal, } 


Or ſuet Pudding, if you will, 
Then to ſame neighb'ring Vicar ſteal; 
Stretch'd at your length in eaſy chair, 
Your ſenſes ſteep in home-brew'd Beer; 
And while he talks o'er this and that, 
Pay due Attention to his Chat — 
Firſt with his drowſy Pulpit-bum, 
He plans the Fate of Chriſtendom; 
Then tells, what Hogs he put th Pound, 
For rreſpaſſing on holy Ground ; 


dee Dr. Cheyne in his treatiſe on Long Life, 


How 


r 


How x many Fowl have died o'th' Pip, 
And what will cure —a Shoulder-flip — 
How the young $quire debauch'd his Maid, 
And how his Child was overlaid. 

If this nor that the work ſhould crown, 
And gently weigh your eye-lids down 


Of Bunyan k read a page or two, 

The deuce is in't if that donꝰt do 
Faſt Sermons ſometimes will prevail, 
When all things elſe are found to fail; 
But, of all Opiates, tis confeſs'd, 

Bad Poetry is much the beſt 

Oft to the Grubſtreet Muſe we owe 
That Sleep, which Phyſic can't beſtow; 
Read This, when wakeful fit comes on; 
"Twill do the Buſineſs — ten to one 
And when with ſweeteſt Slumbers bleſs'd 
— Probatum eſt. 


John Bunyan, author of the Pilgrim's Progrels, 


At bottom write 
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A LILLIPUTIAN ELE GY, 
On a favourite Cat that was poiſoned. 
Nulli fie bi lior. 
I Tatelieſt of the Tabby Race 
Let this verſe thy aſhes grace — 
Let theſe;plaintive numbers tell, 
Lov'd you liv'd — lamented fell, — 
Sadly pleaſing while they flow, - 
Not too high, nor yet too low, 
Partial, cruel ſtroke of Fate! 
Short to worth like your's the date, 2 
Much too ſhort the ſcanty line 
Of Twenty lives, inſtead of * Nine: 
But by envious Fortune curſt 
Still the worthieſt go the firſt 
Jaco, late the great and good, 11 
Treach'rous Ratfbane has ſubdu'd ; 
| Stiff and motionleſs does lie 
All of Jacos that could die; 


* It is a common ſaying, that a Cat has Nine Lives. 


Ruthleſs, 


els, 


L 35:1] 
Ruthleſs, dreadful, pois'ning trade! 
Luckleſs hand the Poiſon laid! 
Muſe, aſſiſt me to deplore 


What muſt never joy me more, 


Help to count his Virtues oer. 
Ever watchful of his prey, 

Wiſely grave, diſcreetly gay; 
Not too lean, nor yet too fat, 
Something more than mortal Cat, 
Had his life's protracted ſcene 
Equal to his virtues been; 
Not too ſhort nor yet too tall, 


Mourn Grimalkins, great and ſmall! 


Caterwauling, oh! forbear — 


Mew arouund his filent bier . 


All chat Cat can boaſt lies there. 


Ever friendly, ever free, 
Foe to none, but foes to me 


Noble was his outward mien, 
Such as was his mind within; 
Rare perfections! ah! how frail! 
Not the ringlets round his tail, 


Trailing graceful as he mov'd, 


Could redeem the Puſs I loy'd : 


E 4 


Gloſſy 


* 


{ [.56 1 
Gloſſy Ringlets, once his pride 
Pencil'd down each brindled ſide; 
Sable Marks, ſo lovely ſleek, 
Waving o'er each downy cheek : 
Then his large, his gooſeberry eyes, 
Emulating Juxo's ſize; | 
Then his Ears — but Ears he'd none — 


They, alas! were cropt, and gone 
On my table he wou'd fit, 


Ab! methinks, I ſee him yet, = 


Quick the ſav'ry morſel ſeizing, 
Ever hungry — ever pleaſing — 
How content and bleſs'd was I, 
When my lambent Puſs was by ! 
Fond to ſtroak his velvet fur, 

See him blink and hear him pur — 
While he fat upon my knee, 


Gently ſipping Cream and Tea. 
Muſt ſuch Majeſty expire 

Never more to grace my fire, 
Nor with ſure preſaging Tail! 
Storms to bode o& Snow or Hail; 


it is remarked that Cas always turn their mm to the fire in 
cold weather. : 


2 l 5 
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Never more with wanton play, 
Moping Spleen to drive away, 
Ever ſtill to be deplor'd, | 

Faithful gneſt at bed and board! 
Rats and Mice, henceforth go free, 
Work your wicked will for me 
Puſs, your dread, now turn'd to clay, 
Rats and Mice, keep holiday ! 
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To make a PRERTTY-FELLOW. 


Hould it e'er be your lot to be bleſs'd with a Son, 
LD Theſe rules well obſerv'd he'll not fail to be one, 
Whom with joy you may view, and with pride you 
may own. 
Ne'er ſend him to School, and from thence to a College, 
Twill ſpoil all, if the youth ſhould have one dram of 
| knowledge | 
In Romances atid Plays let him deeply be read ; 
And his Heels be inſtructed inſtead of his Head. 
But tho? you're to guard againſt Latin and Greek, 
He, like any Monſieur, the French language ſhould 
ſpeak : 
Thus inform'd, and grown up, you muſt fix him in town, 
Where, to greateſt advantage, ſuch talents are ſhewn ; 
Ne'er balk his amours, let him kiſs all he meets 


From T axxvy the fair, to brown BEss in the ſtreets : 
Let 


ö . — 1 
. N JS . nn + * 4 8 t 
2 rn a Fes 3 1 Rays r Xs "> ab OEM * * 22; T- * 1 _ 
58 A 7828S ²˙ 1 Fe OE; AE TL 42 23 7 33 : 
323 Tf 
: 0 2 . * , Ms 


vs 
FED 


hy 
75 
7 
A 
; on 
. 
0 al 
BL 
Is 
5 
* 
2 


1 59 ] 

Let him whiſper ſoft things, as he ſees others do, | 
And be ſure to be falſe, when he ſwears to be true; 
Let his converſe ne'er fail to be ſeaſon'd with ſlander, 
And daintily larded with Double Entendre. 
His Wit, if at all, ſhould but rarely be ſhewn, 

And never riſe higher than Quibble or Pun: | 

Now and then of grave authors and books he may prate, 


That he knows no more of than his grandmother's Cat; 
Out of journals, be ſure, he pick common place ſtuff 


For ſome flings at the Court, and he's patriot enough ; 


Let = CoLLins and TIx DAL preſcribe him a Creed, 


To ſettle his Faith — *tis but little he'll Read —— 

In all things beſides, let new modes be his paſſion, 

But be his RELIGION A- OLD as THE CREATION.“ — 
Hence, dull as he is, he*ll be furniſh'd, at leaſt, 
With many a bob at that Scrub, call'd a Prieſt. 


| To accompliſh your ſpark, (or he's not quite genteel) 


He muſt pay debts of honour, but no tradeſman's bill ; 
He ſhould ne'er miſs an Op'ra, to make it appear 
He's a man of True Taſte, and has got a good car; 
To give him the lie who his courage diſowns, 

He muſt whip thro' his lungs, or at leaſt break his bones; 


m Two famous deiſtical writers. 


ER * Alluding to a book ſo called, written by Tindal. 
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And at all times to prove that he is not faint hearted, 


He muſt drawn on his man, when he's ſure to be parted. 


When in any debate he's almoſt run a-ground, 

Let a Wager or Oath his opponent confound. 

In ſhort, let each hour, inſtead of dull thinking, 

Be devoted to Gaming, and Whoring, and Drinking, 
Till by Piſtol or Halter he finiſh his Race, 

And he dies like a Doc, —who has liv'd like an Ass. 
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An EXTEMPORE RHAPSODY. 


Occaſioned by ſome compliments paid to the Au- 
thor on a Poem he had publiſhed. 


OT more elate ſome low-bred Clown, 
Mayor elect of country-town ; 

Not Miſs, in taudry Mantua dight, 

Nor Poet, on a Third good night; 

Nor Maſter, in his firſt fine Breeches, 
Than with complimental Speeches, 
Which from all parts my ears aſſail, 

And pelt my Modeſty like Hail: 

No longer can reſiſted be 

The force of ſuch Artillery; 

Fame-proof till now —I yield, I yield - 
Own all her charms and quit the field. 
Proud of my poor poetic ſcrawl 

As any Witling of them all; 

As much a Slave to empty Praiſe, 

As ever fought — or wore the Bays, 


On 


[164% 
FFF 
[© 1. een TUE. - 
CORPORATION of TH—D, 
Who miſtook an Ironical Encomium for 

a Panegyrick. 


| HILE Th—— liſtens to the Poet's lays, 
The pointed Satyr paſs'd for honeſt Praiſe; | 
To clearer lights at length the oafs pretend, 
And like blind Puppies ſee at nine days end. 


HIGH 


HIGH BOYS UP GO WE! 


6 
A ROD FOR SOMEBODY. 


SB: & 4 44:4 


I. 


NA OME hither! bold Britons, and I will diſcloſe 
A Secret which no one beſides myſelf knows, 


How to ſet up Yourſelves, and to pull down your Foes, 
Which no body can deny, &c. 


II 


7Tis the Noſtrum of Noſtrums, I'll venture to ſay't, 
And 'twas but rother day it crept into my pate, 


How Tag-Rag and Bobtail — may govern the ſtate. 
| Which no body can, &c. 
u Written, anno 1741. —— Occaſioned by an Ode publiſhed about 


that time; not leſs remarkable for its true Sublimity, than for thoſe 
Principles of Government on which it was founded, 


III. On 


— — — — — —  __—— — 
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III. 
On Government, Sirs, 1 have read all that ſmart is, 
From Honk Es, to the fam'd diſſertation on parties, 


And find that not one of them all worth a ft is. 
' Which no body can, &e. 


V. 


En Lock, who *gainſt FILM ER once made ſuch a rout 

Left us all in the dark, for he durſt not ſpeak out, 

Yet he knew What was What, there's no manner of 
doubt. Which no body can, &c* 


V. 
Under bigotted James how the prieſts did refine, 
Upon Paſlive Obedience, and Right ſo Divine, 


And gave all to Old Nick who oppos'd the right line. 
: Wingo no body can, &c. 


VL 


But very ſoon after, and pray, mark the jeſt, 
When thoſe Sons of the Church in their turn were 


oppreſs d, 
They voted him Out — as plum as the reſt. 


at Which no body, &c. 
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vn. 
80 the Lineal Succeſſion you ſee is a ſham; 
The * Original Compact likewiſe is a bam, 
On which mealy-mouth'd wh—gs do ſo loudly declaim. 
Which no body can, &. 
If you aſk of this Charter an ocular proof, | 
They know not where tis, but they ſtill ſtand it buff, | 
That 'tis founded in Nature—and ſure that's enough. 
Which no body can, &c. 
1 


. 


Heav'n's vice-roy on earth, and a power ſupreme; 
This point well to fix, is the drift of my ſcheme. 
3 Which no body can, &c. 
| X. 
Can it dwell, do you think; pray, gentlemen, ſa 
In a Throne's borrow'd Pomp, and an armed Array, 
Which Impotence, Fear, and much Want does betray? 
| Which no body can, &. 


z A certain famous Charter, ſuppoſed to have been ſettled between 
— 2 People, and much inſiſted upon by the advocates for Li- 


ee XI. If 
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* 
Ain en ordains to > prefide o'er the ſtate, 


One who lives at his caſe, and ne'er puzzles his pate, 
Cripple, Ideots, henceforth, may put in for the plate. 


Which no body can, &c. 
wt 41 
No, 'tis Virtue ſuperior, and Wiſdom, and Might, 
Which alone can create, and eſtabliſh this Right; 
Thus Reaſon concludes, and tis clear as the Light. 
Which no body can, &c. 
XIII. 


10 thoſe Royal Machines (fach machines are but few) 


That ſet by the Law, like good Watches, go true, 


ſome allegiance is due, 


Some praiſe, I confeſs 
4 Which no body can, &c. 


XIV. 


In ſuch a rare caſe, I will own, my brave boys! 
That for once you have made a moſt excellent choice, 
Nor ſhou'd ſcruple t' applaud him with heart and with 

voice. | Which no body can, &c. 
XV. You 


tO 
XV. 
You may bow, you may cringe, and let fly your Huzzas 


Thro' the Prince, your own merit the higher to raiſe, 


Who, for chooſing ſo wiſely, deſerve all the Praiſe. 
Which no body can, &c. 


XVI. 


But to you, ye thrice ſacred, wiſe, virtuous, and ſtrong, 


The Abſolute ſway does moſt fitly belong; we 


Which brings me almoſt to an end of my ſong, 
Which no body can, &c. 


XVII. 


„ 5 


If, perchance, one no wiſer ſhou'd be than his brother, 
Nor any more virtuous, nor ſtrong than another, 


Then the Sceptre belongs to one as well as t'other. 
| Which no body can, &c. 


XVIII. | = 


Preſcription, or Laws, then, no longer need bind; = 
Your Allegiance and Faith you may give to the wind; | 


What you ſwore with your Lips, you unſwore with 
Which no body can, &c. 


F 2 XIX. Of 


your Mind. 


| [ 68 J | 
| Of this nice Diſtinction I ſurely may boaſt ; 

; May our Rulers the Force of it prove to their colt, 

| Ard ev'ry man here take a cut at the Roaſt. 

5 15 | N Which no body can, &c. 


XX. 


Ne'er fall on your knees, 'tis the Coward's reſource, 
We're not married to Princes—* for better for worſe” — 

So if fair means wont do -e muſt rout them by Force. 
ane X Which no body can, &e. 


XXI. 


1 


For Heaven averſe, we well may ſuppoſe, 
Will tamely look on, nor the leaſt interpoſe, 
To aid or aſſiſt ſuch contemptible foes. 
Which no body can, &c. 


XXII. 


Is it fit that Sir RoBERT, that daſtardly knight, 
Wirth the reſt of his crew, ſhou'd, by pitiful flight, 
Any longer enjoy a whole Peo] le“, Right? 

| | Which no body can, &c. 


XXIII. Then 


[ 69 ] 

XXIII. 

Then To Arms, my brave boys! once more I implore ', 
Knock them all on the head, to retrieve England's glory, 


And your Fame will outſhine all the Heroes in ſtory. 
Which no body can deny, &c. 
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nne 
In Imitation of Mol LY Mos, &c. 


I, 
LL penſive and ſad, and as grave as a Cat, 


Ev'ry day I grow duller and duller; 
You'll ſay, 'tis no wonder, for *twas but of late 


That I parted from Miſs BET SY F-—LL—R. 


II. 


A nymph ſo compleat, and fo wondrous fair, 
Ev'n Envy to pieces might pull her, 
And be forc'd to confeſs, that no charms can compare 


With the charms of my dear BeTsy F—LL—R, 


III. 
When ſhe holds up her head with an air and a grace, 


She's as {trait as a dart or a ruler, 
And all that is lovely and ſweet muſt give place 


To my lovely, my ſweet BETSY F—IL IX. 


IV. From 


{ 225] 


IV. 
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From a whole Conſtellation of Beauties ſo bright, 
You wou'd inſtantly ſingle and cull her; 

For CfHLot and VENUs, I ſwear by this light, 
Are but Dowdies to Miſs BETs! F—LL—R. 


V. 
How I envy the Nos E, at whoſe nipple ſhe hung, 
Who ſo often did dandle and lull her, 


And, fond of her charge, liſtew'd all the day long 
To the prattle of Miſs BETSY F—LL—R. 
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VI. 


Were I her Mamma, and ſhe ever ſo naught, 
1 cou'd not be angry, and ſchool her; | 

But, pry e'er ſo long, you can ne'er find a fault 
(Be it ever ſo ſmall) in Miſs F-LL—=R. | 


VII. 
V ere I rich as a Tew, and warlike and ſtout, 
As a Muxicn, or Count KEVENHULLER , 
I'd lay all my treaſure, and trophies to boot, 
At the feet of my dear BETSY F=-LL—ER. 
1 Two Ruffian Generals. 
. VIII. On 


PP _ 
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| vin. 
On the ocean ſo wide, and in high- rolling ſeas, 
would venture my life in a Sculler, 


Cou'd I purchaſe for her either pleaſure or caſe, 
Or win but a ſmile from Miſs F=LL—x. 


Love's am'rous flame long had rag'd in my breaſt, 
But daily grew cooler and cooler, 

Till quicker than lightning my ardour encreas'd, 
When firſt J beheld BET SY F=LL—z. 


X. 


Take heed how you gaze, for tis not in the art 
Of a Canpan, ſo fam'd, or ETMULLER “, 


Any cure to preſcribe, or to eaſe the fond heart, - 


That's once ſmit with the charms of Miſs F-LL—. 


7 Two German Phyſicians. 
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The Moor, and the GLow-Worw. 


A F A B  b 3s 


T chanc'd upon a Summer's Night, 

1 When Glow-worms ſhed their feeble light, 
The Moon at once ſhot forth her beams, 
And quite obſcur'd the reptile's gleams; 
The ſparkling Grub, robb'd of its luſtre, 
Began aloud to rave and bluſter, 
And full of ſelf-conceit and ſpite. 
Accoſted thus the Queen of Night : 

Thou ſickly, pale-fac'd Gipſy —— whence 
This over-bearing Inſolence? | 
<* Becauſe you're ſtuck aloft to view, 
« Muſt nothing ſhine, forſooth ! but you? 
How many Wretches robb'd of ſenſe, 
Are bound to curſe thy Influence ? 
With all thy modeſt airs and graces, 
Thou wear'ſt a thouſand diff rent faces; 
With all thy Chaſtity, art known 
% To bawd and pimp for half the town; 
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HBy thee how oft have been betray'd, 

| | «TW unwary youth, and love-ſick maid ? 
There's not a School-boy but rehearſes 
Thy am'rous pranks in doggrel verſes; 
Who tells you how — and where — and when 
The naughty intercourſe began; 

„Who 'twas your labours did beguile, 

„And crown'd your joys in Latmos' ifle : 

„Park in thyſelf as Witch of Endor, 

is PHOEBUS lends thee all thy ſplendor ; 

«+ By which foul Hags and helliſh Sprites, 

„ Curs'd league! perform their horrid rites : 

« And fairy Elves ſometimes are ſeen 
Jo play their gambols on the green; 

«© My harmleſs rays I owe to none; 

«© The light I boaſt is all my own; 

For all the rout that's made about * 

„ The world had done as well without y'; 
| « What, if for want of thy pale light, 

« Haply, in ſome dark, diſmal night, 
A ſtraggling Poſt-boy ſhou'd be loſt, 
« Or Drunkard run againſt a poſt; 


— — 


* The Moon was ſuppoſed by the Ancients to have fallen in love 
with EX DYMIOx, whom ſhe hid in the iſland of Latmos, 


| « Which 


L929 1 


& Which put next day into the News, 
« Quid-Nuncs and Prentices amuſe ; 


« Is it for this, alone, you ſhine, 

% And glimmer with that light of thine ? 
« Sometimes, indeed, you're in Extremes, 
* And grow quite laviſh of your beams; 
“ Then, by degrees, you {kulk away, 
Nor deign to dart one ſingle ray. 
„ Thou'rt ſuch a Slave, thou dar'ſt not venture 


Jo wag one inch from our eartÞ's centre, 

4% But, like a Mill-horſe, {till art bound, 

« To run the ſelf-ſame tedious round 

* On your own Axis graceful ſpin, 

6 Juſt like a Chaffer on a pin; 

« Or, nearer {till the caſe to hit, 

% Juſt like a Pig upon a Spit 
% While I can wander where I pleaſe, 

Or ſtay at home, and take my eaſe: 

«* When you are forc'd to hide your face, 

6 I ſparkle and ſupply your place. 

«© No paſling cloud my light obſcures, 


« Which ev'ry moment darkens yours. 


« Wolves bay thee all the live-long night ; 
% Ey'n village-curs deteſt thy fight ; 


2 
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« To brain-ſick Lovers you extend 


<< Your aid — and wou'd be thought their Friend 

«© Whilſt, Traitor-like, you feed their Folly, 

„ Fncreaſe —— not cure their Melancholy.” 
In ſober Majeſty, the Moon | 

With more provoking ſplendor ſhone ; 

And (tho! ſhe well might have reply'd, 

That ſhe, alone, controll'd the Tide, yy 

And fifty other things beſide) 


All ſilent mov'd, with patience heard, 


Nor deign'd to ſay one ſingle word. 
And now, pray, mark the end of all— 


How Pride muſt ever have a Fall; 


A ſtroling Trav'ller paſſing by, 
Amply reveng'd this Ribaldry ; | 
Upon the foul-mouth'd Inſect trod, 
And left it lifeleſs on the road. 


M O R A 1. 


FROM hence this rule we may collect, 
To treat our Betters with reſpect; 
Nor, Glow-worm like, our worth proclaim, 


At the expence of others Fame; - 


Leſt, i in ill hour, ſome ſudden chance 
Shou'd ſhew our Inſignificance. The 
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The Crows, STARLING, and HuszanD- 
MAN. 


„„ 


Flight of Crows agreed to meet, 
And ſtock a Farmer's field of wheat ; 


The day was fix d — the hour was fer —— 


And punctually, tis ſaid, they met: 
With duſky ſwarms the ground was ſpread, 
And daintily the Miſcreants fed; 
So nice the rav'nous crew were grown, 
Carrion, forſooth! would not go down. 
Beſides, to ev'ry hving creature 
(Such the Corruption of their nature) 
The ſtoPa Delight is ſtill the ſweeter. 

But tho? full well the Sweets they knew, 
They rightly judg'd the Sour too; 
And that the Feaſt, how rich ſce'er, 
Haply might not be bought too dear, L 
Watchful around they threw their eyes, 
Thus to prevent the leaſt Surprize. 


Twas 
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and well i it far d — 155 


Tuns wiſely done 


But Fools are never on their guard; 
A STARLING from a chimney-top 


(A chatt'ring, noiſy, empty Fop, 

Who dearly lov'd a dainty bit, 

And much more Stomach had than Wit) 
Took wing, and flew with eager haſte, 


Joyous to ſhare the rich repaſt ; 


- 


When Honk, who long had watch'd in vain, 
To vindicate his plunder'd grain, 
Let fly from covert buſh a volley, 


That dearly paid him for his folly. 


M O R A L. 


SO fares it with ſome dainty Glutton, 
Whoſe modiſh taſte loaths Beef and Mutton ; 
Who crams his maw (ſuch wights we ſee) _ 
With Calapaſh and Calapee; 0 
Wich richeſt wines a while regales, 


Till Gout, and fifty other ails, 


Attack Sir Mammon by ſurprize, 
And ſhew him much © more nice than wile.” 


FIRE, 
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FIRE, WarzE R, and FAME. 
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NCE on a time, when cats and dog, 
Oxen and aſſes, ſheep.and hass, 
(Tho' now of very diff rent-natures) 0 
Cou'd act and ſpeak, like other creatures; 1 E | 
FIRE, WaTER, FAME, ſet out together, 
To take a trip the Lord knows whither ! | 
It chanced, as theſe Trav'llers paſs'd g 6 
OC'er many a wild and dreary waſte, 1 
That one more tim'rous than the reſt, 
His Fears, in words like theſe, expreſs'd 3 
Say, deareſt Friends! Aſſociates, ſay 
If we (which Heav'n forbid 1) ſhould ſtray, 
And loſe each other, as We may —— 


In ſuch a caſe, can you, or you, 
Preſcribe the Means, and give the Cue, 
How, in this wide and pathleſs plain, 
We may contrive to meet again? 


1 & f 

Quoth Fire: For me you need not fear 
For ſee but Smoke, and I am there.” 

Quoth Water: * I am ever found 
In boggy, low, and marſhy ground. 
All this, quoth Fame, I do approve, 
But there's one rub you can't remove; 
Therefore, my Friends! whate'er betide, 
Stick cloſe, nor ever leave my ſide; 
For neer cou'd any one alive 
Honour and Fame, once loft; retrieve. 
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The Hankz, and the GREYHOUN D. 
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O OR Puſs, run down by Country Squire, 
Was juſt a going to expire; : 
But firſt obtain'd thar ſmall reprieve 
Which ev'n to Reprobates we give; 
And thus, with complimental — Sir ! 
Beſpoke her Executioner. 
Why all this Buſtle, all this Strife, 
To take away a harmleſs life ? 
Not the leaſt Harm I've ever done 
To You, the Squire, or any One; 
When did I ever more than Crop 
The tender Graſs, and Turnip Top ? 
What Farmer ever did complain 
I kilPd his Lambs, or hurt his Grain? 
And yet I find no more compaſhon, 
Than if Pd plunder'd a whole nation: 
Beſides, what pleaſure can you take 
In Miſchief, for pure Miſchief's ſake ? 
G For 
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For after all your care and toil, 
You're not the better for the ſpoil ; 
And Few ſo vile to thirſt for blood, 
Which ſpilt, can do themſelves no good. 
© SHARPER, Who mark'd each word ſhe ſaid, 
With hanging looks, and downcaſt head, 
Reply'd that Murder was his Trade — 
Not conſcious he of any fault, 


In doing what he had been taught 
The Sire that got, the Dam that bore him, 


Had always done the like before him 
Nor in the leaſt was he to blame, 
When ev'ry Greyhound did the ſame ; 
Nay, 'twas his duty to fulfill, | 
The beſt he could, his Maſter's Will; 


So that — to cut the matter ſhort, 
The Squire, not He, muſt anſwer fort. 


Thus having argu'd well the caſe, 
He gave poor Puſs — the Coup-de-grace. 


. 
THIS Tale is given as a ſample, 
To ſhew che force of ill example: 


That Vice ne'er wants its proper ſource, 
While others are as Bad — or Worſe. 


The HakEs, weary of Life. 


FABLE II. à M. Guido. 


; 
FT chanc'd ſome perſecuted HA REs, 
Who long had liv'd in frights and fears, 
Reſoly'd to play the SToic; 
To quit this idle, troubled ſcene, 
And be — as if they'd never been —— 
What could be more heroic ? 


II. 


What Death to die, bore ſome debate, 
Nor cou'd they ſoon agree on that; 


(A doughty point, you'll own,) 
But having ſettled well the main, 
And thought of many ways in vain, 


At laſt reſoly'd To Drown. 


.G 2 | "I 
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III. 


I To an adjacent Pool they haſte, 


Therein to plunge, and breathe their laſt 
(No ſpur the Deſp'rate needs,) 
The ſpeckled People of the lake, 
Scar'd at the noiſe, began to quake, 
And ruſh'd among the Reeds. 


IV. 


Crys one (a moſt profound Apr, 

Who always look' d, before he leap'd,) 
Courage, my Friends, nor grieve — 

Since others, as we plainly ſee, 

Have Frights and Fears as well as we, 


and Live. 


Ler's &en go home, 


o NR A 


TH US ſoften'd by our Neighbour's grief, 
Afflictions eaſier grow: 
No Balm ſo ſure to give Relief, 
As Partnerſhip in Woe. 
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LXSLESLLSELXSLESLESLESLE&SLE 
The Farmer and the WESEL. 


PH. D. Lib. I. Fab. 2. 


A WesEr once, who long had been 
& The object of a Farmer's ſpleen, 
Of all his wonted guile forſaken, 
In evil hour was trapp'd and taken. 
O, ho! quoth Hop, I have you now, 
Then aim'd to ſtrike the deadly Blow; 
But giving way to Pray'rs and Tears, 
A while his guilty life he ſpares ; 
And, as the CuLepkIT did beſeech, 
Juſt paus'd to hear his Dying Speech; 
When thus with rueful air and grace, 
He made the beſt of a bad caſe. 
Sweet Sir! quoth he, your wrath ſuſpend j 
Nor murder me, your deareſt Friend, 
Who, till the moment I was taken, 
Have ceaſeleſs watch'd your cheeſe and bacon ; 
From Mice, thoſe foes to man! ſer free 
Your Stables, Barns and Granary : 


G's. No 
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No ſelf-regards I ever knew, 


But to your intereſts firm and true, 
Have'prey'd on them, who prey'd on you. 
Quoth Hop E, were this as you pretend, 


In me you would have found a friend — 
You've rid my farm of Mick, 'tis true, 
But ſtripp'd me of my Bacon too; 
Yes, to my coſt, too well I know 
What to thy vigilance I owe; 
Of Eggs and Poultry quite bereft, 
My Dame has not one chicken left; 
Of Pigeons, too, each murder'd brood 
Shews how you've labour'd for my Good ; 
And thus to pay the mighty Debt, 
I'll lay thee ſprawling at my feet. 

Scarce had he ſaid — when, at a blow, 


He ſent him to the ſhades below. 
M OR A L.. 


THUS Us'xERõ, charitably bent, 
Will aid your wants — for cent. per cent. 
So Roms, inſatiate ſtil] of blood, | 
Lays waſte mankind — for their ſouls good, 
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The Lyon worn out with Age. 


PHD. Lib. I. Fab. 21. 


* 


A Lon, once, worn out with cares, 
And ſunk beneath a weight of years, 

His ſtrength quite gone, his vigour paſt, 
Lay down, to breathe in peace his laſt ; 
When ſtraight a Boaz ruſh'd out upon him, 
To vindicate ſome wrongs he'd done him; 
Vengeful and fierce, a BULL ſtalk'd forth, 
Who long had envy'd him his worth ; 
And now to urge the fatal blow, 
Lets drive upon the proſtrate foe : 
An Ass (the ſcorn of rhe creation,- 
But Assts muſt be in the faſhion,) 
Who long had kept at humble diſtance, 
Not fearing now the leaſt reſiſtance, 
Came next — (as Cowards ſtill are wont) 
And rudely ſpurn'd his ſacred Front : 
When thus the Monarch 
« This from the Brave I well can bear; 


G 4 But 


« Spare, oh, ſpare ! 
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„But, ah! to ſuffer it from Thee, 


(So groſs the foul indignity,) 


AIs worſe than fifty Deaths to me.“ 


M O R A U. 


* TH US STATESMEN, courted and careſs'd, 
While with their MoxARch's ſun-ſhine bleſs'd, 


When, baply, they are laid aſide, 


And Britain's Helm no longer guide, 
Their faireſt Actions live to ſee 


Paid with Reproach and Infamy 


And, ſhame to tell! are doom'd to bear, 
The idle ſcoff, malignant ſneer, 


Of ev'ry paltry Garretteer. 


The 
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The Wort and the CRANE. jj 
Php. Lib. I. Fab. 8. 1 
WorLF, on ſurreptitious mutton, / 


Laying about him, like a glutton, 
A Boxx ſlippꝰd down, in luckleſs ſeaſon, 


: . 7 
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And ſtuck a- croſs poor Is GRIM's weſen. 


The Savage made a hideous clatter, 

What's the matter? 
Quoth he, I've eat ſo plaguy faſt, | 
That much I fear I've eat my laſt; 

A dev'liſh Bone, look here 
And plac'd itſelf quite croſs my throat : 


And all around cry'd 


F 


has got —= 


Ah, me! I ſoon my life muſt end, 
Unleſs ſome charitable Friend 
Will quickly his aſſiſtance lend; | | 
For which I freely will be bound | ( 1 
To pay, at fight —a Thouſand Pound 1 
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| 
Nay, I will give my note of hand, | | 
To pay him all he ſhall demand. | | 


A CRANE 
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A Crann (of the obſequious ſort, 
Bred up, no doubt on't, in a Court) 
Hearing the Savage thus importune, 
"Thought this the Time to make his Fortune; 
And ſtraight, with raſh intemp'rate zeal, 
Whipp'd down his T hroat a yard of Bill, 
Which, in the twinkling of an eye, 
A dang'rous Cure did well apply: 
Thus having ſet his PATIENT free, 


He next demands the promis'd FEE 

The ſum, indeed, is not in proof, 

But you may ſwear — he aſk'd enough: 
When thus the WoLF — ungrateful dog! 


Thou greedy, avaritious Rogue! 


When you but now your {kill diſplay'd, 
On pain and peril of your head, 

Think how your worthleſs life I ſpar'd, 
Nor dare to hope for more Reward. 


M O R A L. 


THUS Benefits, when ill conferr'd, 
Prove but too oft their own Reward ; 

'Thus when we ſerve the Proud and Vain, 
What we don't LosE — muſt paſs for Gain. 


The 


The SpARROw and the HRE. 


Pn. Lib. I. Fab. . 


1. 
| SPARROW, pert, and loud, and vain, 


(Sparrows are juſt like mortal men,) 
Obſerv'd an EaGLE rending, 


With pounces keen, a helpleſs HARE; 
He heard her cries of deep deſpair, 
For vain was all contending. 


I. 


& Sure, Friend, you ſtrangely hung an a—ſe, 
ce Or this could ne'er have come to pals,” 
Cries he, in taunting vein. 


(An evil time to crack his jokes, 
Yer ſuch the remper of ſome Folks, 
To ſport with others Pain.) 


“ Thou 
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III. 


«© Thou tim'rous, doating, ſenſeleſs Brute! 
« Twas well thou wer't ſo ſwift of foot, 


Thus to be ſnapp'd and taken 
« Twas well thou could'ſt outſtrip the wind, 


« Leaving purſuers far behind, 
« Yet could'ſt not ſave thy Bacon.” 


IV. 


A Hawx (who long intent on prey, - 
Had ey'd him from a neighbouring ſpray, 
And dearly lov'd good eating,) | 
At once with talons and with beak, 
Put the dry Jox Ex to the ſqueak, 
Nor heeded loud entreating. 


V. 

« Tis ſome Relief to ſee thee thus,” 
With falt'ring voice, cry'd dying Puss, 
* With joy J hear thee groan — 

* You who at others ills could laugh, 


“ 'Fhinking yourſelf ſo wond'rons ſafe, 


Now juſtly weep your own.” 


2. 
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FELT LIES SSSI ES I++, 
The Bard Man and the Fry. 
Pup. Lib. V. Fab. z. 


\ FLy, quite crank and debonair, 
( As Flies in Summer always are,) 


Settled on head of bald-pate CLOWN, 

And ſharply bit him by the crown ; 

The Ruſtic, with bis vengeful ſiſt, 

Struck at his enemy — but Miſt — 

And gave himſelf (the beſt may err) 

A ſwinging box upon the ear. 

The Fly began to laugh and grin, 

(Thoſe ſhould have leave to laugh who win,) 

« Pray, friend,” quoth he, if Death alone 

Can for this trifling bite atone, 

What Penalty is due to thoſe, 

«© Who on themſelves inflict ſuch blows?“ 
The CLown, who kindled as he ſpoke, 

(Clowns are not apt to take a joke,) 

Reply'd, © The blow I gave myſelf, 


« Was aim'd at thee, thou ſaucy elf! | 
ce And 


1 41 
« And to myſelf more grace is due, 
« Than to ſuch worthleſs Scabs as you, 


e Who with your Betters make ſo free, 
« And triumph in your roguery : 

« Much worſe than this I could endure, 
“ To murder ſuch a wretch as you're.” 


M O R AL.. 


JUSTICE a wide Diſtinction makes 
Between Deſign, and mere Miſtakes 4 
Who judges wrong, is guiltleſs ſtill, 
While he maintains an upright Will. 


EY 
r 


The 
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Af ASE AS RS AIR, SR SR 
The Morzs and the HICHWAVMEN. i 
Pup. Lib. II. Fab. 7. | | [| 


T chanc'd two Mul Es (no matter whither) 1 
© Journey'd along the road together. | 
This plodded on with ſacks of whear, 
With bags of gold that march'd in ſtate; 
Fantaſtic, arrogant, and proud, | 


As conſcious of his precious load ; 

One ſtruts like Beau in Birth day ſun, - 
While at due diſtance, brother brute 
Slouching along with modeſt air, 

Made good the Proverb -“ Soft and fair.” 
When lo! ſome TIE VES, who lay perdue, 


(Having the goodly Prize in view,) 

Ruſh'd on the Murx ſo proudly boaſting, 
And dealt him a ſevere Rib-roaſting : 

Nay, ſome will ſcruple not to tell y', 

They ſtabb'd him thro? and thro' the belly; 
Took all the Rhino they could find, 

But left the trump'ry wheat behind. 


Th'un— 
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4 Th'unhappy Suff*rer in the fray, 
Made noiſe enough no doubt, you'll ſay; 
He did — and roar d ſo all the while, 


Lou might have heard him many a mile: 
His brother, not a pin the worſe, 


Looking on riches as a curſe, 

Pray'd heav'n, he always might be ſighted, 

Since Fortune's ſmiles were thus requited. 
SAFE in Obſcurity we lie - 

At Snipe and Pheaſant all let fly; 


None ſhoot the Jack-Daw or the Pye. 


The 


1991 
eee 


The Manx, and the TR EES. 
F AB L. * v. \ M. Gulpo. 


Max having got a moſt excellent Hatchet, 
(You may bunt A od while, and. not cally, 
match it,) 
Went forth to the Woods, and did humbly entreat 
For a Handle to fit it, and make it compleat; 
Of Oak — or of Aſh— or of any ſuch tree | 
The ſtronger it was, the more uſeful *twou'd be: 
A Council was call'd, when all voted for Box; _ | | 
"Twas tougheſt, they ſaid, and wou'd bear the moſt. | 
knocks ; : | | | | 
Well, they gave him the Wood, and 2 being =D ” | | 
As the next thing in courſe, he ſtraight fitted it an : 


| Thus arm'd, he began (which you'll ſay was not civil) 
To hack, and to hew the poor Oaks, like a devil : 


| 
Quoth one to the reſt, with a heart- -rending groan, | 


We've no right to complain, fince the fault is our own, 


MO. R AL. 
W HO lends a CupokI to his foes, 
Mult, in return, expect dry blows. 
| H The 
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A ge d fee . fe a a al 
The TRAVELLERS and the Hignwayman, 
PHD. Lib. V. Fab. a. N. 


WO TRAVELLERS, as Fame rehearſes, 1 
No more alike than proſe and verſe | is, 


On pleaſure, or on bus neſs bent, 


Jogg'd on together by conſent; 


The one was brave as HERCULES, 
The other, what one often ſees, 


(To give you his Deſcription fully) 
No better than a downright BULLY. 

Twas well, as quickly will be granted, 
Courage, on one ſide, was not wanted ; 1 
For long they had not beat the hoof, 

Before twas try'd, and put to proof. 

One of the plund'ring cut- throat crew, 
With,“ D- mee — ſtand“ as Cut- throats do — 
Bid them deliver on the ſpot, 

Or blood and ſlaughter was their lot: 
Fearleſs the Hero of the two, 

Whoſe courage. with the danger grew, 6b 
Taſting 
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Taking the ruffian by the throat, 
Soon made him change his bluſt'ring note, 
And laid him breathleſs at his foot. 
The deed thus done, no danger near, 
The Coward ventur'd to appear; 
(For tho? of living foes afraid, 
He ſcorn'd to truckle to the Dead;) 
With ſword in hand, inſulting cries, 
<« Shew me the Bravo —— and he dies 
« PI make the daring Miſcreant own, 


« What ' tis to encounter two to one.” 


„ Ceaſe,” quoth his Friend, © this idle prate, 

« And ſheathe your ſword, that's drawn too late; 
Had you juſt now this mettle ſhewn, 

« Feign'd as it is, it might have done; 

«© That well -diſſembled, tho? falſe fire, 

* Had rais'd my conſtancy the higher; 

« (For Soldiers of their Comrades catch 

« Their FValour, as they do the Itch 
« But now, Avaunt! thou daſtard Sor ! 


) 


And thole deceive, who know thee not; 
« While J, left ſingle in the fray, 
« Proclaim to all (as well I may) 
„ How gallantly 


you run away; 


H 2 40 And 


L * 1 


And what his Fortune may be reckon' d, 


$5 Who calls on Thee — to be his Second. 


M o n 4 1 


NO danger near, thus Cowards oft 
Are ſeen to raiſe their Creſts aloft ; 
Talk big, are fearleſs, and undaunted, 
But when their Courage maſt is wanted. 


The 


The GRASSHOPPER, and the OwL, 


PhD. Lib. III. Fab. 16. 


I. 
A GrassHoPPER, Who chirp'd and ſung, 
>» ['th' day-time, all the ſummer long, 
Sorely an OwL offended ; 
Who lodg'd hard by in hollow oak; 
When thus the mild complainant ſpoke, 
And much the matter mended: 


IL 


« Conſider, Friend, while you're at reſt, 
« And peaceful nuzzle in your neſt, 
* Sleepleſs I paſs away 
„ Whole nights, my living to obtain, 
« And ſure 'tis hard I ſhou'd not gain 
% Some ſweet repoſe by day. 


H 3 III. © Pleaſe 
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III. 
<« Pleaſe to reſtrain that warbling throat, 
There's death to me in ev'ry note; 
Nor can I fleep a wink.” 
So geatly was his ſuit preferr'd, 
It ſure muſt meet with due regard, 
And granted be, you'll think. 


| iv. 


But GRASSsHO GP ERS are in their nature 
A noify, wilful, ſelfiſh creature, 


As quickly will be ſhewn; 

For, chirping louder than before, 

He only plagu'd him ten times more, 
Nor made the caſe his own. 


V. 


The Ow (for vain was all his funning) 
Exerted not a little cunning ö 


Wir often does excel 
When ſtrength and reaſon have been try'd, 
Aud ev'ry method us'd beſide, 

 Faaup ſhall at length prevail, 


VL, « Sure, 
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1e Sure, Friend, quoth he, you muſt be dry; 
“ With chanting ſo inceſſantly, 

« And want to wet your weſen; 
&« J'ye got ſome Nectar ori a ſhelf, 
Such as Dame PALLAs drinks herſelf; 
« And ſent me in good ſeaſon. 


% Now; ſince, for diff'rent reaſons, we 
40 Are not much like to ſleep, d'ye ſee, 
| ©. Suppoſe you condeſcend 
Jo ceaſe a while thoſe heav'nly ſtrains, 
% Which charm the lining Nymphs and Swains, 
like a Friend,” 


: 40 a tipple 


VIII. 
The GRASSHOPPER (a thirſty ſoul, 
Who Flatt'ry lov'd, tho' from an OwI) 
With wond'rous glee and haſte, 
Flies to accept the proffer'd boon, 
And gladly drops his fav'rite tune, 
Which, ah! muſt prove his laſt. 

H 4 IX. With 
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IX. 
| With fatal gripe he was receiv'd, 
(Let FLaTT*RERS never be believ'd ) 
And now for ever mute, 
The Owr enjoys that wiſh'd-for reſt, 
Deny'd him by his living gueſt, 
Which ended the Diſpute. 


M O R A L. 


Who, ſwol'n with Pride, and Self-conceit, 
To others Wants ne*er ſuits his ſtate, 

Nor ſtoops to thoſe in need, 
Haply, Himſelf ſhall want a Friend, 
Who timely might Aſſiſtance lend, 

And fo unpity'd bleed, 


Juxo 


Juno and the Pzacock. . 
Php. Lib. III. Fab. 18. Paraphraſed. 


Flaunting PEAcock, proud and vain, 
Had often heard, and heard with pain, 
Sweet PHILOMELA's warbling ſtrain, 

And much it long had piqu'd his pride, 

So rare a gift ſhou'd be deny'd 

To one, who ev'ry Charm cou'd boaſt, 

But this, and therefore wiſh'd it moſt ; 

Whom Juxo's ſelf (what greater Honour?) 
Had choſen to ® attend upon her, 

And, when diſpos'd to take the air, 

To draw in ſtate her gilded d Car 
To Juxo he his ſuit preferr'd, 
Nor doubted that her fay'rite Bird 
Wou'd be with due indulgence heard. 


* Juxo always repreſented as attended by Peacocks on both ſides. 
> Said to be drawn by Peacocks. 


« Madam,” 


1 46 
« Madam,” quoth he, © to you I bend; 
« Arid beg my caſe to recommend ; 


In Beauty I may well compare 
With atiy bird that wings the air, 
* (Witneſs my ſtately, ſtarry train, 

— 44 My gloſſy Neck, tnajeſtic Mien 

« But then thoſe harſh diſcordant ſounds 
« With which the ambient air reſounds 
« Whene'er I ſtrain my hideous Throat, 
« Like other birds, to trill a note, 

« Are ſuch as nothing can ſurpaſs, 

— Braying of an Aſs — 


Except the 
« While PHILOME L, ſo clear, ſo ſtrong, 

« To the charm'd ear, the Woods among, 
Chants out her ſweet © Love-labour'd Song; 
In all things elſe, a low-liv'd creature, 

« In Size, Shape, Colour, Air, and Feature; 
No more to be compar'd to me, 
Than Shrubs are to a Cedar-Tree 
« Now this is ſuch a foul diſgrace, 


« IT hardly dare to ſhew my face, 
Nor long, I doubt, ſhall I be able 
«* To 'ndure the inſults of the Rabble, 


« Who, 
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« Who, but with but too much cauſe, agree, 
« A SCREECH-OWL to prefer to me; 


« Till this ſore Evil is redreſs'd, 


« I ne'er ſhall know or joy, or reſt ; 


« Nor can the gracious Deed be done 


« By any other means than one. 
„ge it your royal will to grant 
« The only excellence I want: 
« Oh! grant, that I may henceforth vie 
« With PHILOuEL in Melody 
« Thrice happy then, and bleſs'd indeed, 
'« Shou'd I in this requeſt ſucceed ”” 

He ceag'd when, with peculiar grace, 
The Goddeſs well adjudg'd the caſe — 
(A caſe, indeed, it may be ſaid, 
That wanted not © MINERVA“s aid ) 
Quoth ſhe: Look round — view all conditions — 
Nor urge ſuch frivolous petitions ; 


« As well might Py1LoMEL repine 
For want of ey'ry grace of thine ; 
„The WEN, that all the live-long day 
« Twitters and hops from ſpray to ſpray, 


; The Goddeſs of Wiſdom, 


« Might 
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« Might wiſh to take a bolder Flight, 
And fondly emulate the KITE; | 
« All Creatures, wherher foul or fair, 


« Are made to be juſt what they are — 


In Beauty his (your very caſe) 
Surpaſſes all the feather'd race, 
„ While others wiſely are deſign'd 
The moſt ſagacious of their kind; 
« The EAGLE 's eye and ſtrength alone 
Can ſoar to Heav'n, and face the Sun; 
« Nay, more his mighty pow'r to prove, 
« Can graſp the Thunder- bolt of JovE; 
« While 4 RAVE Ns from a blaſted oak 
« To man their fatal tidings croak, 

« All its Foreknowledge, mankind owes, 
« Of better fortune, to the © Crows 


« To PHILOMEL of right belong 

« The pow'rs of Muſic, and of Song ; 
« Each with its Gifts ſhou'd be content, 
Nor ſeek what Nature never meant. 


4 Suppoſed by the Ancients to foretell bad fortune. 
© Suppoſed to deal in god omens. 


MORAL. 


1091 
G6 


« THAT cruel Something unpoſſeſs d | 
« Corrodes and leavens all the reſt,” 
So PRlox ſung and ſuch we find 
Too oft the lot of humankind 
Improve the Talents that are given, 
And more you need not aſk of Heay'n. 


The 


[ 110 ] 


T ͤ ˙ A 


The FR OGS Complaint of the 8ux. 
PH D. Lib. I. Fab. 6. Paraphraſed. 


8 OP, fo fam'd, fo much in vogue, 
For wiſe, inſtructive Apologue; | 
Who ſageſt Precepts knew to draw 
From ev'ry thing he heard, or ſaw; - 
Chanc'd on a time, no matter when, 


To ſee a moſt diverting ſcene. 


A Ne1GnBour taking it for granted 
None ſhould enjoy what others wanted ; 
And ſteering hy this wholeſome rule, . 
Thought ev'ry man an errant Fool, 
Who, over-ſcrupulous and nice, 

Wou'd ſtick at any kind of Vice; 

With whom it was a ming of courſe, 
To ſteal your Poultry, or your Horſe ; 


In ſhort, a TRIEF nor cou'd be found 


A greater, ſearch the country round 
Who in his Pranks had ne' er miſcarry'd, 
Was juſt a-going to be —— marry fo — 


(Hanging 
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(Hancixe and MARRIAGE, all agree, 

Are as the righteous Fates decree,) 

Now ZEsoe, midſt a num'rous throng, 

Saw Bride and Bridegroom march alons ; 

A ſight ſo droll (it cou'd not fail) 

Made him recite the following tale. 

The Sud, who'd led a ſingle life, 

At length propos'd to take a WIr RH; 
When lo! the Frocs of diff' rent clans 

Roar'd out, and ſtrait forbid — the Banns — 


Their noiſy, clam'rous diſcontent, 

Had even reach'd the firmament ; 
When Jove requir'd (for Jove grew ſurly) 
The cauſe of all this Hurly-burly 
Strait one, ſuperior to the reſt, 
(For Frogs, like Men, 'twill be conſeſs'd, 
Are not with equal talents bleſs'd) 
Without the leaſt reſtraint, or fear, 


Accoſted thus the THUNDEERR : 


“ Pity, Great Sir! for mercy's ſake, 

* Your croaking ſubjects of the lake ! 

“ SoL's raging fires are ſo intenſe, 

& We're almoſt parboil'd in our Fens; 


« Ev'a | N 
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| « Ev'n now. we pant, and gaſp for Breath, 
4 “So great the heat, we're ſcorch'd to Death; 
4 „What makes it worſe, it has been ſaid 

« His Godſhip is about to wed —— 

4 If now we ſuffer ſuch Extremes, 

« And ſcarce can bear his ſingle Beams, 

* Kind Heav'n! what are we to do, 

« Scorch'd by his WIr E and CHILDREN too?“ 


—— WHENE'ER in Sickneſs, or in Pain, 
Of lighter evils we complain —— © 
Let this be ſtill our chief reſource —— 

Tho' things are bad — they may be worſe. ' 


The 


The Traveiiesy and the Surry f. 


[ S GRIM one day intent to dine, 

On fay'rite meat, call d Muttou Chine, 
As Perſian ſtory tells, made bold 

To ſteal a SEE from neigb' ring fold; 

A TRAV'LLER kenn'd the fleecy prize, 
And on the ſavage inſtant flies; 

Spite of opponent teeth and claws, 

He reſcues BELIN from his jaws; 

Then laid the BLEATER' on his back, | 
And lugg'd him home — a-pick-a-pack. 

Poor BELIN (blind to his deſign, 

Who knew not Men, like Wolves muſt dine) 

Taking his Hunger for Compaſſion, 

Grew full of Self. Congratulation; 

When lo! a Weapon at his throat, 


Soon made the Victim change his note. 
Ah me! he cry'd — too ſure I've found 
The treach'rous hand that ſaves can wound — 


Taken from a Fable of Muſellim Sade, a famous Perſian Poet. 
| 1 No 
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No odds I make betwixt the two, | 
The ſame to me — a Wolf — or You. 


THUS blind to our approaching Fate, 
We mourn our Peſtiny too late ; 


The worſt of Ills too oft endure, 
When moſt we think ourſelves 1 


. Ee 
. 4 


QUAD: 


fig] * 
©© SSS 
QUADRIGIS MALE VIVITUR. 


IMITATED. 
Aving nothing to do, and the Term at an end, 
I took place in a Stage, to go ſee an old friend; 
"Twas a plaguy long way, and a tough piece of work, 
I believe *twas as far as from LoN DON to York 


7 


But be that as it will, I was drumm'd up at three, 
Tho! as ſleepy as any poor devil could be, 

And dreading the journey, with twinkers half ſhut, 
A-la-mode, with the reſt into ſtage-coach was put; 
The Horſes were to and the Coachman ſtood ſwearing, 
Like a Jew or a Turk, till he'd every fare in : | 
Well, in I was ſtuff d — now mark what enſu'd 
Twixt two fat old Grannies Pilgarlick was ſtew'd ; 


Juſt oppoſite ſnor'd mine Hoſt of the Sun, 

Whoſe belly, Pm ſure, was not leſs than a tun: 

On one ſide, a ſnotty-nos'd Boy, and his Mother, 

While a half-pay Lieutenant ſar bluſt'ring on t'other: 
— The 
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The roads (curſe the Turnpikes!) ſo rocky and rough, 
That, before break of day, we had pounding enough; | 
While one of the Beldames did nothing but cough; 
The other, with quail-pipe ſo loud and ſo ſhrill, 
Soon gave us of Scolding much more than our fill: 


Jacky ſpu'd all the way, and the Oyric ER ſwore ; 
While my Landlord broke wind — ſixty times in an 
hour. | 7 


If of STAGEs'the boaſted Convenience be ſuch, 
May J travel a-foot — tho” it be on a CRUTCH, | 


FACTION. 


NN 


F NN 
A T A L E. [Anno 1740.] 


Addreſſed to the Right Honourable the EarL of 
ORFORD. 


— 2 magno in populo cum ſava coorta 0 N 
Seditio, Ac. | 


- — ä | 
Tum pietate gravem ac meritis fi forte Virum 1 
Conſpexere, ſilent, arreciiſgue auribus inſtant: \ 
Ille regit dictis animos, et peiora mulcet. 


VIS. En. I. i. 


N ages paſt, when men did prize 
Their Freedom, as they did their eyes, 

In ſome far diſtant Latin ſtate, 
(No matter whether {mall or great, ) 
A ſad diſſention there aroſe, 
( As Greek and Roman ſtory goes, ) 
So univerſal the defection, - 9 
That all ſcem'd ripe for Inſurrection: ä g 


13 The 


In 
The cauſe of this ſame civil ſquabble 
Which thus incens'd My Lords — the Rabble— 
Was ſome Excisk-schEMuk, without douht, 
Who ſhould be in, and who be out — 
Some SEVILLE treaties and conventions, 
Which gave them fearful apprehenſions, 
Leſt Laws, Religion, Liberties, 
Their Harpy-Rulers meant to ſeize; 
Tho' the beſt authors do aver 

They had no King, nor Miniſter: 
Corruption grew the common Cant, 
Taxes were moſt exorbitant; 
Trade was as dead as it is now, 
I know not how. 

Tir'd with revenge, the Patriot-Rout 
Beſet the Senate round about, 
And vow'd they ne'er would be at reſt, 
Till all their evils were redreſs'd; 
Like chaſte REFoxMERs bent to heal 
The breaches made in Common-weal ; 
Soundly to purge the conſtitution, 
From all ſtate-filth, and vile pollution : 
Much art and conduct it did alk, 
Well to perform ſo great a taſk; 


And all things went 


But 
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But what ſo hard as to controul 
The purpoſe of a free-born ſoul ? 
They meant to take at all adventures, 
The © ſhorteſt way with the Diſſenters 8 ;” 
Inſtead of endleſs litigations, 


And formal dry examinations, 
Ten thouſand arguings pro and con, 


To prove what A. or B. had done : 

In cloſe Divan it ſettled was, 

To ſerve them all the ſelf-ſame ſauce; 
Root out at once the ſpreading evil, 

And drive them headlong to the d—y—]; 


Their delegated pow'r reſume, 
And ſet up others in their room. 

It chanc'd a man of ſubtile parts, 
Whoſe ſeeming zeal had won their hearts, 
Stood up — and by this quaint device, 
Appeas'd the Tumult in a trice. 

Sage Sirs! quoth he, pray lend an ear - 
And wiſely weigh what you ſhall hear. 

« Imprimis, then, I do allow, 

« That things were ne'er ſo bad as now; 


1 A pamphlet ſo entitled, and wrote by LesL1E. 
| FD 


« We'ye 


— . 
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We've hardly Sox s upon our feet, | ; 
« Our children ſcarcely BEA to eat; W | 
« And alt to gorge the greedy maws * 
Of thoſe who tratnple on our laws; 
„Who think that all was made for them, 
«© Whom no correction can reclaim; 
« Then what inflames this public curſe, 
« It ev'ry day grows worſe and worle : | 
« Yet ſtill, my Friends! tis eaſier, "ROT 
Jo hit an evil, than to cure 
« *Tis a true Proverb, faith and troth, 
Ihe more the Cooks — the worſe the broth” —— 
4 Therefore let Me alone adviſe; 
« Be cautious, reſolute, and wiſe.” - 

( All eager heard, their ears did prick up 
So {till — that none ev'n dar'd to bic-up.) 

„Let not o'er Reaſon Wrath prefide, 
„Nor Prejudice your councils guide; 
„% Ever obſerve one golden rule, 
* And, * as youre ſtout — be merciful. 
© If others have abus'd their truſt, 
* We ſhould ourſelves be ſtrictly juſt ; 
Nor blindly Innocence purſue 


„With vengeance that to Guilt is due: 


«* Suppoſe 


[ 12r Þ 
« Suppoſe amongſt this num rous band, 
« Of which you mean to purge this land, 


«© There ſhould be one, with conſcience dear, 


“Perhaps as any Patriot here, 

% You'd ſingle him from out the herd, 
And let the PHoemix be preferr d: 9, E. 
« Baniſh the reſt, and in their Read; © 

« Appoint ſome wworthier to ſucceed: - 
Now mark the method I propoſe | 
« Nicely to ſcan your friends from foes 
« The SENATORS 'Whom you ſurround, 1 
« Are juſt like cattle in a Pound; . 

«© Theſe one by one, or two by we, 

6 Shall paſs before you, in Review, 

« And ſuch as by the gen ral voice 


Have baſely wrong'd their country's choice, 


<« Shall be diſcarded with Diſgrace, 
« And others nam'd to fill their Place.” 

Th' Advice was wond'rous good and fair, 
And hit their Humours to a hair; | 
But, mark, how wild are yulgar notions ! 
How vain are Popular Commotions ! 

The SexaTors 


a guilty train! 
Were ſet at large, and man by man 


Preſented 


. 
Preſented to theſe ſage inſpectors, 
Theſe ſtate-phyſicians and directors; 
When, lo! (as one too often finds,) 
* So many men, ſo many minds.” 
And *twas more eaſily agreed 
Who ſhould go out, than who ſucceed — 
Each ſtifly did his Friend propoſe, 
And each the other did oppoſe, - 


So that at length they came to blows : 

The fancy'd cauſe of all this pather, 

TV They well reveng'd on one another ; 

| Till bang'd with blows and bloody noſes, 

a They all return'd to their own houſes; 4 
Fair Peace ſucceeds with olive-bough, 

And things remain — In. ſtatu quo. 
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A 80 LIT OG V 


Anno, 17330 0 | | 
I demens, et ſævas curre per Alpes, | b } 
Ut pueris placeas, et Declamatio fias, | {\| 
JUVENAL. | 


O, no, begone,—'tis all a Cheat FRO 


You ſhall not tempt me to be great, 

Nor bribe me with your tinſel bliſs 

To give up ſolid Happineſs; 

I value PEACE and VIRTUE more 

Than all the Tacvus? ſhining ore; 

ViRTUE and PEAcE that rarely come 

I ?0o the proud Hall, or gilded Dome, 
But deign with ſocial joys to bleſs, 

And ſhed their Sweets on my Receſs. 

Ignoble let me be, and poor, 

Not to amaſs an endleſs ſtore 

Of ſordid Pelf, and mad for Fame, 


Quit Faith and Honour, for a Name; 


. 5 
. * — 


—Cf<= xc __ — 


'To vulgar breath my glory owe, 


11241] ; 


And court what giddy Crowds beſtow ; 
For Hire let out my yenal tongue, =» 
Take Þ pay to prove that—Right is Wrong — 
O ſhame to tell! or what is worſe; 
Like S—TT— i, be the Orphan's curſe; — 
Mean as I am, to wear a crown. 

I'd ſcorn to ſhrink at W—Lzp—Lt's frown, 

Or baſely proſtitute my pen, 

To rank him with the beſt of men ; 

Set off his acts to public view, 

And give him great GopoLenin's due: 

By ſuch vile arts let others riſe, 


Teach me, O teach me! to be wiſe, 


And all but Love and TxuTH deſpiſe —— 
Be mine contented to remain 


Far from the worthleſs and the van 
To manage well my little ſtore, 

No Slave to Weatth, nor Tool of Pow'r —— 
Be mine, to hold my conſcience clear, 
Stranger alike to Guilt and Fear. 


The Author was defigned for the profeſſion of the Law. 
i One of the Managers of the Charitable Corporation, by which 


great uumbers were ruined. 


CARMEN 


{ 125 J 
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CARMEN FUNEBRE. 


A FRAGMENT = an 13 defigned 
for a Tombſtone, to the Memory of Mrs. 
B—LD—RB—K, who fold Toys, &c. in Dean's 
Yard, WESTMINSTER. Anno, 1715. 


MEE EEE N N N N abs 
245252244 We 
She ſw—re, and pray'd, and as they ſay, „ 
Would cheat too — in an honeſt way, —— | 

She wanted not th' unrighteous Leav'n, 

And yet, poor Soul! cock-ſure of Heavy Rr 
She never went to Church, indeed, 

But was not worſe than ſome who did. __ 
For LiBERTY ſhe firmly ſtood, 

In ſpight of Rox E ſhe held it good, 

To drink as much as e'er ſhe cou'd; 

And when the Liquor ſeiz'd her pate, 


O, how ſhe'd weep — for Cuurxcy and STATE! 
Now 
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How oft (for which all ſure commend her) 
Has ſhe tranſported, dmn'd Pretender — — 


When Tory chap, with heedleſs zeal, _ 
Spoke ought againſt the common-weal, 
Or vilify'd great GEORGE 's race, 


She whipp'd the Poker in his face; 
For though an old and feeble woman, 
When in her cups ſhe valu'd no man: 


MaxrLBRoO”, the beſt of all commanders, 


She lov'd for his exploits in FLANDERS, 
Queen Axxx {h' ador'd, and all went right, 


While ſhe permitted him to fight, 

But then ſhe made a Peace, for which 
She often d-=mn'd her for a b— h. 
More might be ſaid — but we muſt own, | 
*Tis beſt to ler the Dead alone 
And fince ſhe's under ground, and rotten, 


Let all her Vices be forgotten. 


Gy 


Occaſioned 


11271 


| ** · KR. xx. xx. xx. xx xc xx 


Occaſioned by ſcein g ſome Books packed 
up for a Journey. 


NE Faith, and one CAU sr, we may {till TW to 
| ſee, 


When OLDMIXON, CLARENDON, WHITLOCK agree. 
When the King of all Dunces k, with Wit making 

truce, | 

Pore reſts from his labours, and ev'ry abuſe ; 

When FiLMER and Locks, ſworn foes to each other, 

Here paſſive alike, keep no longer a pother 

So firm an Alliance what pleaſure to witneſs 

Twixt HARE's! Grounds and Reaſons, and Cuvss's 

Moral Fitneſs ; 
Ev'n IEsus's doftrine and MAnoMeErT's greet, 


Lie cloſe, cheek by jowl, 'tis a wonder to feet ; 


* Troß Alps, the hero in the firſt edition of Porye's Dunciad. — 
LA treatiſe ſo intitled, written in defence of the Scriptures, —— 


ee Here 


k 5 
Here infidel Wool s To crouds in with his "EO 


And ranks his Discovssrs with PaSTORAaLLETTERs A; 
Like giants in Tapeſtry, who ey'ry one knows, 

Tho' plaguy fierce Fellows, yet ne'er come to Blows; 
AU Jarrs Jad afide, they're. as much at their eafe, | 
As if they were hound 10 keep the King's Peace. 


= Who wrote ee. our Saviour 8 r remarkable for 
Ur piety and Rrofan — 
ritten by the late Dr. SnExrocx, as an Amidgte to the 3+ 
nicious Doctrines broach'd about this time. t | 
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LJ HEN Gop to plague poor Jos deſign'd, 
He took all from him, but his Wits ; 

Enough — what need of Boils and Sores, 

To make him weary of his life ? 


777 HH 
A NO. H EK 


Occaſion'd by a Report that Miſs M—zp—xT had 
cured the ® King's Eyes. 


O* CE on a time, in Sacred Page we find, 
Our Heay'n-commiſſion'd SAVIOUR cur'd the 
Blind ; 


Sent too from Heav'n, M—rp—xNT, with wond'rous art, 


The healing gift can to the eyes impart : 
When Moxarcus eyes beneath the Touch grow clear, 
Well may intriguing STATESMEN ſhrink for fear. 


K. Groos the Second. 
K ANOTHER. 


$a — 


LH OTHER. 


O OR Baxpvs, you ſay, ſcarce a Livelihood gets — 


How ſhou'd he, I trow when he lives by his 
Wirts? | | 


Seeed eee eee geg gegeg 
AN OT H E R. 


On the Monument ſet up in the Abbey, to tlic 
Memory of famous Pok rs. 


OETS of old, with Wit and Genius bleſs'd, 
On Dainties fed, and were by all careſs'd; 
Our Bards, tis true, a ſcanty living get, 
But then, how eto deſerve the Bread they eat? 
* This was an anſwer to ſome lines on this ſubject publiſhed in the 


St. Funes Evening Poſt, June 25, 1743, wherein the author re- 
marke, that the piefent age, unlike the former, 


——=* Honour dead Bards, and let the /ivirg flarve. 
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HON IX RENO IRENE HE HO I NO IN Kt 
A... 5 yl R. 


* 0 build up a CicERo, in days of yore, 
Dame Nature profuſely bad laviſh'd her ſtore, 
And finding her ſtock wou'd no longer hold out, 
She thriftily made his ſon, Marcus, a Lout. 
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| HESENSEXSEXSELSERSEXSEXSEX 

10 ETA ALE A, 
On Nw Year's Day, 1743- 


O VirGIN! or what other NAME your bear 
Above that ſtyle, O more than Mok ral. Fair! 


DRrp. Virs. En. 1. 


HILE ev'ry Muſe, in lofty Ode, 
Lifts England's Monarch to a God, 

Say, ſhall the Siſters ſilent be, 
Nor give one verſe to Love and Thee? 
To Love and Beauty till belong 
The ſacred Verſe, the Muſe's Song, 
Where ev'ry ſoft Perfection joins, 
T' inſpire and grace the flowing lines: 
In fair CLARISSA rapt we view 
The Theme, and bright Example too : 
Thy Voice, the Harmony ſupplies, 
While Wit, but ſparkles like your Eyes: 
In each ſoft note 1s but expreſs'd 


Th unrivall'd Softneſs of your Breaſt ; 


The mimic Numbers but repeat 


The well-tim'd Motions of your Feet; ä 
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When in the ſprightly Dance you mix, 
The Pride and Envy of your Sex. 


Gayly revolve the New-born year, 
Nor ſtain thy Beauties with a Tear: 
Long may the blooming treaſure laſt, 
And add new triumphs to the paſt! | 


| Sickneſs and Pain far, far remove 
All but the pleaſing pain of Love / 


Love thy boſom gently warming, 1 
Hope and Fear, by turns, alarming ; | 
Ev'ry tender Wiſh inſpiring, + [ | 
Still poſſeſſing, {till deſiring; ** 


Pureſt inmate gueſt divine 
Spotleſs Love be ever Thine ! 


e 
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Dimpling, murm'ring, as ye go — 
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On Crartssa's Birth-day. 


Eather'd Songſters of the air! 
& All your ſofteſt Notes prepare; 
Warble thro? the vocal glade, 
Sweetly hail the blooming Maid! 
All your richeſt ſcents exhale, 
Breathing Flow'rs of hill or dale! 


Winding Rills, in conſort flow ! 

Let the Nymphs and Swains be ſeen 
Dancing o'er the level green; 
Lambs in wanton meafures ſporting, 
Am'rous Turtles fondly courting ; 
Noify Diſcord, hence remove 
All be Peace, and Joy, and Love : 
Pnokzus! with thy pureſt ray, 73 
Gild CLAkIssA's na! al day —— 


Let this Day, in ev'ry year, 
Brighter than the reſt appear : 
Brighteſt ſure that Day ſhou'd be, 
That dawn'd on her Nativity. 


HS AAAS, 


To 
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TO CLARISSA. 


Occaſioned * her leaving the Author, to go to 


LoN DON. 


HEN her Beams that late warm'd me CLARISSA 
withdrew, 


How chang'd all at once, and how lifeleſs I grew; 
Quite uneaſy and reſtleſs, I rov'd up and down, 
So ſtrange a Diſorder ſure never was known; 
I fat down to write, and endeavour'd to think, 
But no uſe could I make of my dear pen and ink ; 
I flew to my Claret, that balm of the mind ! 
But, ah! in my Claret no eaſe cou'd I find! 
In Diverſions I next hop'd to get ſome relief, 
But Diverſions, how vain ! to a heart full of grief! 
Then I purr'd o'er my Books, ſure, thought I, mongſt 
the Wiſe, 
I ſhall meer with ſome marvellous cure in a trice; 
But they honeſtly told me, that what I endur'd 
Cou'd alone by the Nx who firſt caus'd it be cur'd; 
Then haſte, my CLar1ssa! to ſhine on me, haſte, 
Left, benighted much longer, this Verſe be my laſt, 
K 4 | "RE 


TE: QOR DAs; 
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The TRIUMPH of BEAUTY. 


J. 
LARTssA, piqu'd at CLIA's ſcorn, 
Complains ſhe's very rude; 
Such uſage is not to be borne — -- 
She cries — in angry mood. 


II. 


A word, CLARISs A, in your ear 


Look round the world, and ſee, 
If ever yet two BELLES fo fair, 


Cou'd heartily agree. 


III. 


Nor marvel if ſuch charms as thine 
Two diff'rent paſſions move; 
If ſome to Envy they incline, 
In others kindle Love. 


IV. And 


- 89% Þ- 
IV. 


And why ſhou'd this ſuch rage inſpire ? 
Prithee, no longer vex; | 
While Men muſt one and all admire, 


A fig for your own Sex! 
V. 

Loet fifty CLIAS flout and fleer, 

And e'er ſo much repine ; 


They'll never match CLARIss 4's Air, 
Nor boaſt a Form like Thine. 


A 80. 
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A SOLILOQUY. 


Occaſioned by ſeeing the D. of ——'s Family- 
Vault. 


FHH O' high in Britiſh Annals ſhine 
The WoxTHiEs of your Grace's line, 


Tho? countleſs ſums your coffers fill, 


And puzzled Heralds ſcarce can tell 


Ihe titles that your Scutcheon ſwell : 


Tho? on your breaſt the glitt'ring Star, 


Tho? in your hand the Staff appear, 


Tho? fifty Suitors crouching wait, 


And croud each morn your rooms of ſtate; 


Tho? all that's rare in Greece or Rome 


Combines t enrich your gilded dome; 


Where TiT1aNn's fancy, RApHAEL's art, 
And Guipo's air, each grace impart ; 


- 


Where, ceaſeleſs, we admiring ſtand, 
The labours of the Sculptor's hand; 


Which life to long-loſt patriots give, 
And bid the mimic marble live ; 


Tho? 
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Tho? in hiſtoric Metal ſhine 

The Heroes of the Julian line; 

Tho? Wine, and Love, and Muſie fire, 

And crown each wiſh, each gay deſire; 

Tho? in your Woods gay Columns riſe, 

And ſeem to emulate the ſkies ; 

Tho? far-ſtretch'd Viſtas tire the fight, 
Four Terrace ſwells a mountain's height; 

While all that's grand, or ſimply near, 

Elyzium ſtamps upon your Seat; 

Hither, at length, your GRACE muſt come, 

And moulder in the filent Toms; 

The ſum of all this Pomp and State, 

Shrunk into one poor, ſordid Plate, 

Which, taught to flatter, ſhall declare 

The Hicx AND MicuTy PRINCE —lies here.” 


$OSEQCIOOT: 0 55 * 


T * 


O VE, quite tir'd out with a Scol p of a wife, 
And with Mortals on earth, for ever at ſtrife, 
Reſolv'd for the future, whene'er things went wrong, 


To lay by his Thunder, and borrow her Tongue. 
| | AN 
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Occaſioned by the Death of the Author's Daugh- 
ter — a Child about four Years old. 


Reaming Sophiſts! learned Fools! 
Farewell all! for I'll no more 
Liſten to your boaſted rules, 


Nor your labour'd Works explore. 


What the Sum of all ye teach, 
What the Balm for ev'ry ill, 
What ? but, as ye fondly preach, 

Not to ſuffer — not to feel, 


Spight of this your Stic Cant, 

I muſt feel, and ſuffer too, 

Till the pitying pow'rs relent, 
More than MazTyxs ever knew. 


Torn for ever from my ſight, 
Lock'd in Death's embraces ſhe, 


Clos'd thoſe eyes in endleſs night, 
Which ſhed Day on hapleſs me ! 


Stay, 
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Stay, dear fleeting Spirit . ſtay y 


Richeſt Boon to earth cer giv'n! 
But *tis paſt ſhe's ſnatch'd away —— 
Spotleſs Off”ring, fit for Heav'n! 


See, oh! ſee yon falling Star, 
Mark its bright, its ſhorr-liv'd fire; 
CHARLOTTE fo, but brighter far, 
Did but glitter and expire. 


Occaſion'd 
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Occaſion d by Dr. Brown's attending the aforefaid 
Child during its. Illneſs. £4 


AY, Brown; for ſure thy honeſt mind 
A kindred ſorrow knew, 
When CHarLoTTE her ſweet breath reſign'd, 
And bade the world, Adieu! 


In ſpight of all thy friendly care, 
Didſt thou not weep to ſee 
Stern Death ſo rudely triumph there, 

And boaſt his Victory? 


Didſt thou not ſigh to think how poor 
The Leech's ſkill, how frail ! 

For what can ſave thee m that hour, 
When Art like thine can fail? 


& * 
. 


Occaſion'd 
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FFF 


Occaſion d by the Death of the Author's * 
Son, about ſix Vears old. 


I G a Grave, and dig it deep, 
Where my Child and I may ſleep; 
Near ſome haggard, blaſted Oak, | 
Where the midnight Ravens croak ; 
Or ſome nodding, frightful Cliff, 
Whence the Wretched find relief ; 
Lay me down in mournful ſtate, | | b 


Mournful as my luckleſs fate : 
Scorpion'd Furies, haſte to come, * 


And with your Horrors grace wy Tomb! 


Hither, ruin'd Maids, repair, 


And with your cries torment the air 


| Here let tears of Orphans flow, 


To ſwell the dreadful pomp of woe 


Let the Mother, frantic, wild, 
Mourn her loſt, her deareſt Child, 
Sweet (if ſuch a one can be) 
As cruel Fates have torn from me — 1 


Ghaſtly looks of wild Deſpair, 
View my ſorrow painted there. 


NPC PACAP NOONAN NILS! 


on the fame. | . 
us that ſoft Frame in Duſt be laid, 
Nor ſparkle more thoſe Eyes? 
Nor longer glow thoſe Cheeks with red 
More pure than Tyrian dies. 


O coward Death! thou'ſt miſs'd thy aim 
The happy Victim ſee ee 

Thy errmg dart gave, Life to Him, | 
And on] y Death to mc. 


„ 


Occaſion'd 
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Occaſioned by a Copy of Verſes being left 
upon the AuTHroR's Table. 


IF evil Sp'rites, when they forſake 
Their haunts, as Sages think, 
Scarce ever fail to leave behind 
A Curſe — they call a Stink, 


Some good, ſome Guardian Angel thon, 
Haſt graciouſly thought fit, 
Content and pleas'd with thy Abode, 
To bleſs it with your Wir. 


[ 1465]. 

FFC 

PHILEMON to FIDELIO. 
An Invitation into the ee 


HILST here the tardy-moving hours I ſpend, 
Far, far from thee, my beſt, my deareſt Friend! 
Inly I pine—torn from each gay delight 

That charms the liſt'ning ear, or chears the ſight ; 
The heatleſs ſun ® the Birds no longer greet, 

The Herds forget to low — the Flocks to bleat — 
With languid gleams the ſky is ſickly'd o'er, 


And ſuff ring Nature wears her ſmiles no more; 

To joy, to thee, to ev'ry comfort loſt, 

My Senſes, like the Stream, bound up with Froſt, — 
But warm my FRIENDSHIP ſtill, that ſtill defies 
The keeneſt influence of inclement fkies ; 

Blooms e'en in NoxFoLx's bleak extended plains, 
Where Winter with unbounded rigour reigns ; 
True to its ſource, and faithful to thy worth, 
Whence firſt, in early youth, it had its birth; 


* This was written at TyETFORD, in the laſt great froſt, Anno 
| os ad | 5 9 
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Ere Fravud's foul trade our artleſs boſoms knew, 
Our ſouls united, and our friendſhip grew; 
In the chaſte league baſe Interęſt had no part, 
But in- born love flow'd gen'rous from the heart; 
Yes, twenty rolling years of abſence prov'd, 
How ſtrong the union — and how well we lov'd — 
Soon as we met (bleſs'd be th auſpicious hour, 
That gave thy Virtues to thy Friend once more.) 
Say, didſt not thou a kindred joy receive, 
Such joy as Love and Friend/hip only give? 
O, may through life the noble ardour laſt, 
And glad the Future, as it bleſs'd the Paſt / 


More worth the tranſport that from Fx1EnDsai1r ſprings, 
Than all the pride of STATE and pomp of KINGS: 


Its genial warmth, diflus'd thro ev'ry ſtage, 

Inſpirits Youth, and thaws the ice of Age, 

Smooths o'er the anxious brow of deep Diſtreſs, 

Improves our Joy — and makes our Sorrow leſs —— 

Sooths the poor ſun-burnt Peaſant's ceaſeleſs toil, 

And, flaves to grandeur ! makes ern Monarc hi ſmile : 

Uubleſs'd by FRIENDsHIp's all-enliv'ning beams, 
Wretched alike, a GEORGE, and out · caſt JAukEs. 

Come then, my Friend, whom true to Honour's cauſe, 
No luſt of Wealth, nor wild Ambition draws; 


E Whom 
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Whom Reaſon guides, whoſe rich poetic vein 
Ne' er varniſh'd Vice, nor fix'd on Worth a ſtain: 


Who, wiſely gay, enjoys the preſent hour 5 


No Libertine profane — nor Bigot ſour 
In Virtue bold, by no vain doubts perplex'd, 


This ſcene lives guiltleſs o'er, nor fears the next; 
Th' intrigues of State, with ſcornful eye, who views, 
Truth's honeſt plan, with ſteady zeal purſues ; | 
AJly'd to Peers a, and yet of manners plain, 
Conſcious of native excellence; not vain 3. 

Who nicely ſtill obſerves the golden mean, | 
Not mad with Mirth, nor over mop'd with Spleen; 
Whoſe claſſic taſte each genius knows to hit, 

And ſeaſon Roman Senſe with Attic Wit. 

O, come; FiDEL1o | teach me to deſpiſe 
The blooming ſweets of more indulgent ſkies! 
More balmy fragrance from thy converſe flows, 
Than IxpIA boaſts, or honey'd HyBLa knows; 

Thy ſocial ſpirit even here can warm, 

And Winter of its keeneſt rage diſarm ; 

In PHotBus' ſtead, oh! dart th' enliv'ning ray, 
Diſpel this gloom of Night, and give the Day. 


un The late Honourable and Reverend Mr. AsTon HAR VET. 


7 CO N- 
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SCC CC CI XC I a I, ah N 
CONSOLATORY ADVCE, 


To a young Lady in Tears for the Abſence of her 
Sweet-Heart. 


Pee dry up thy Tears, thou unreas'nable crea- 
ture; | 

Nor longer complain of thy DEAREE's ill-nature ! 

He has left you, 'tis true, but in MapGe Þ you may 
find him, | 

In her, he has left his own Likeneſs behind him; 

Poor Dipo, of old, wou'd have been well contented, 

If Zxzas, when abſent, for whom ſhe lamented, 

Had been in a Brat © half ſo well repreſented. 
d The Lady kept an Owl. 

Si quis mihi Parvulus aula 

Luderet Ex E as, qui te tantum Ore referret, 


Non equidem omnino capta aut deſerta viderer. 
| VIS. An. lib. iv. 338. 


e —— 


8 2 


X 
T 


L 3 To 


Toa YOUNG LAD Y, 
Who inquired what another had miſcarried of. 
EAR Madam, the T/ hing you inquire about, 


Would puzzle the D—1 himſelf to find out, 


And ſay what it was —there is no one can tell 
To ſay what it was not, may be done very well: 

Of no feminine ſort, nor of that call'd a male, 

Nor of that where both Sexes are ſaid to prevail; 

It ſhort, *twas a matter without Head or 7 ail : 

Twas a Subſtance, indeed; that may fairly be ſaid; 
But without form, and void, neither living nor dead; 
Something went to the making this thing of no profit; 
T was ſomet hing but then we could make nothing of it; 
And in this ſure I cannot be ſaid much to err in, 

Fiſh *twas not, nor Fleſb, no, nor dainty Red Herring: 
Yet ſuch were the Ladies, who flaunt at the Ring — 


Ev'n dear — N—xx—y F——» was once that very 


ED 


thing. 


Upon 


- wn, 
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FFP 


Upon Lady Saran C—— ſinging to her Lute. 


"7 HEN on each word the fate of Ar Blox hung 

Such was the muſic of thy FATHER's tongue ; - 

So charm'd his voice, when tun'd in FREEDoOM's cauſe ;. 
In thine we hear, we feel what C 's Was: 


So charm'd his voice — nor was its matchleſs ſkill 
More ſure to /ave, than CokLIA's now to till; 
And, oh! in vain did thy immortal Sire, 

(Whoſe mighty breaſt Rome's genius did inſpire) 
His pow'rful, melting eloquence employ, 

To guard that Liberty, which you deſtroy : 


To make us free in vain the PaTrioT ſtrove, 
When CotL1a dooms us to be /laves to Love. 


LS: A QUARE 
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7 ͤ CO AE OO CI ot þ 
UE. 


Sent to the Author by an unknown Hand. 


N life, if Woxs do more than Joys abound, 

Nor Pain, with greater Goop is always crown'd, 
And often proves the lot of Ix NocENCE, | 
How can its ſway, o'er all the world of Senſe, 
Be join'd with an all-gracious Providence, 

Or with that fair idea reconciPd, 

Which by Divines is perfect Goodneſs ftil'd ; 
Tho' Wiſdom infinite may ſtill preſide, 

And each nice ſpring of this great Fabrick guide? 


— 


ANSWER. 


| [ 253 ] 
GefÞ{ÞCHCOCHCUÞc{ÞÞr{Þ(ÞeÞCÞCACÞÞefÞrfÞ{Þ 
A N ul cit 6 


F what you ſeek be rightly underſtood, | | | 


Ill does not on the WHOLE prepond'rate Good, 

Or man's to blame — for Gop gave Reaſon's light 

To guide-our footſteps, and direct us right: 

Is Gop to blame, becauſe, by Paſhon blind, 

Man will go wrong, and leave his Guide behind? 

But ſay — how comes it, tho” all this be true, 
That Innocence and Virtue ſuffer too? 

Mongſt other reaſons, reckon this for one, 

The vicious Sire oft taints a virtuous Son — -- 

But grant they ſuffer from ſome other cauſe ; 

Muſt Gop ſuſpend, or change his equal laws ? 

From fix'd Decrees, to humour mortals, fwerve, 

And make us happier than the be/? deſerve ? 

Beſides, the rule is falſe, to judge of 71! 

By what to vs (perhaps) man ſeems to feel; 

In Pain and Poverty, 'tis often ſeen ; 


The wretch without — has found a heav'n within _ 
Or, let the worſt of what he feels be ſaid, 
He's ſure hereafter to be over- paid: 


Such 
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Such the decrees that Juſtice muſt diſpenſe, 
And ſuch th' impartial will of Providence : 
The knot by which his Attributes is ty'd, 
No Time can ſeparate—nor Chance divide — 
You grant his Pow'r is infinite to do; 
Then infinitely 20% he muſt be too; 
Since pow'r to act, without unerring will, 
Is but a power to act — and blunder ſtill —— 
Wiſdom and Power infinite allow'd, is 
What hinders, but He's infinitely good? 
Or ſay, ye Wiſe ! for, doubtleſs, you can tell — 
How Envy can with ſuch Perfections dwell ? 


i Mae £5 
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XESEESLESLESEESLESLESLESTE 
On SAPPHO and DELIA, 


Tuo Poctical: Sifters. 


WO rival Siſters, in alternate ſtrains, | 
Oncecharm'd with equal verſethe liſt'ning ſwains; 

Smit with their ſong, AroLLo heard - nor knew 

To whom the well-conteſted Palm was due: 

Let each, he cry'd, the Poet's honour ſhare ; 

Let each, henceforth, be ev'ry Muſe's care; ©. 

Jo brighter gifts can heav'n itſelf diſpence, 
Than Saryeno's ſprightly Wit, and DEL1a's modeſt 
Senſe. | | 


K Pep 
1 
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Occaſioned 
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ede STOR, SIR STOR, STOR ge Rf 


Occaſioned by a poetical Apology from DzL1a, 
for not ſhewing the Author ſome Verſes ſhe 
had compoſed. 


OW many ways does artful DELIA find 
To captivate the Heart, and charm Mankind! 
Ah, fatal Excellence! when thus you chuſe, 
Or kind to grant — or graceful to refuſe : 


Be this, for once, my joy — be this my pride 
Thus to have ,- and thus to ve been deny d. 


10 


[ogy 1 


PANPRANXPNANANCHENCHPNCONP HANS! 


To” A Far 16, 


Who had complimented the Author in Verſe, 4 
his Genius for Poetry. 


T H E world may aſk, why Sap Hßo ſhould beſtow 

The Potrt's wreath, and place it on my Brow— 
The reaſon's plain — with ſuch a Grace *twas done, 
As fix*d a brighter laurel — on her own. 


On the fame. 


T HE Poet's bays my honour'd Brow ſhall wear, 
Since SappHo's hand has plac'd the Laurel there; 

Dark in themſelves, thus meaner Planets ſhine ; 

But owe their luſtre to a Source divine. 


- A $SICK- 


A SICK-BED SOLILOQUY. 


& þ IS well, I long to be releas d, 
With; joy I wait my doom, 

| Eager to mingle with the bleſs'd, 

And taſte a lifg to come. 


Too long I've mourn'd this painful ſcene 
Of Noiſe, and Guilt, and Folly, 

Where heartſome Mirth is Madneſs ſeen; 
And Wiſdom, Melancholy. 


Where pigmy Science, loud and vain, 
Diſtracts the doubtful mind; 
Where Truth all labour to attain, 
But few muſt hope to find. 


The Good we covet, ſure to miſs, 
We weep the /!ls we fear; 
Deluſive all our hopes of Bli/s, 

Our Griefs alone ſincere. 


Not 
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: Not ſo, my Soul! where ſhortly thou 
Shalt wing thy happier flight; * 


Thy Taſk t' explore — thy Bliſs to know 


The Source of Life and Light. 


There TzxuTHn, with ever-open face, 
1 Thy raviſh'd eyes ſhall ſee : 
Hops to Fxvition ſhall give place, 


And DovsT to CERTAINTY. 


There, thro' Eternity's wide round, 
No Ilis ſhalt thou deplore, 
No Enmity ſhall ever wound, 

Nor Friendſhip cheat thee more. 
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E E how yon happy creature mounts and ſings, 
And times his diſtant notes with equal wings! 
In motion, like the twinkling of a ſtar, 
The tow'ring object trembles in the air; 
Claps his glad wings, and in the azure ſkle 
Buries the Speck, and leaves my fainting eye; 
Breathleſs, and tired now, his ſpirits fail 


See! how he downward darts to-yonder vale! - 


Happieſt of earthly creatures! oh, that I 
Had wings like thee! — like thee could upward fly 
Bleſs'd be the means our great CREATOR gave, 
Our ſouls ſhall more exalted ſtations have; 
This only diff'rence will the flight attend 


We ſhall mount too — but never more deſcend. 


4 I have taken the liberty to inſert the above beautiful deſcription, 
without any other claim to the merit of it, than that of being very 
nearly related to its AuTrxoR, whoſe leaſt excellence was a natural 
genius for Poetry; of which this will, I flatter myſelf, be deemed no 


inelegant ſpecimen by thoſe readers who have a true taſte for ſuch 
compoſitions. , | 


THE 
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AS AL SER E SR OR IPRA, f 


THE HI N T; 


O R, 


THE AUTHOR'S LAST SHIFT. 


Inſcribed to the R. H. Sir R. W. 


T ON G have I courted you in Metre, 
Not lyric D'uxrEx e' er ſung ſweeter; 

Tve ply'd you long with Odes and Ballads, 

Enough to've fill'd ten Tinkers Wallets : 

In Dedications ſmooth and ample, 

Have cry'd you up beyond Example, 

And ſhewn that all who went before ', 

(How fam'd ſo&er in ancient ſtory,) 

Ev'n CEciL, BURRLEIGH, SOMERS too, 

Were little more than Types of you; 

From each have cull'd what's choice and rare, 


And made it ſit you to a hair 


Your Enemies (for I preſume 
That ev'n your Hoxouk may have eme) 
AN 


| by ve 
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I've ventur'd freely to beſpatter 
(Or right, or wrong, it is no matter) 
Such arrant Knaves and Fools have ſhewn 'em, 
Their deareſt Friends wou'd ſcarcely own 'em; 
Proving as clear as is the light, 
(In hopes to gain your Favour by't), 
That were you once to ſtoop to Fate, 
(ol be it very, very late!) 
Or Faction's rage in evil hour, 
To ſtrip you of your Staff of pow'r, 
Nothing cou'd ſave us from Undoing, 
But all muſt run to Rack and Ruin. | 

If Wags ſhould cry—— Well, Jacx, what gain, 
& For all this Labour of the brain? 
% What, tickling ſtill the MinisTER, 


In Verſe and Proſe, yet ne'er the near, 


« Promis'd, and fool'd from day to day 
What wou'd your Honour have me ſay ? 


gp? 


To 
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LESEESLESEESLESELSE LSEESLE 


To a T LAME 


From the Country, deſiring her to buy ſome i 
Muſlin for the Author. FO \ 


EAR Miss, when next you ſhall repair | 
To ſhop of modiſh Milliner, i 


Remnants to buy, or learn the art, 
By pinch of coif, to fire the heart; | 


With bits of ribband, patches, lace, 
How beſt to ſet your SunDAY's face, 


Or Squire's ſon, or Lawyer's clerk ;) 


| 
(Deſtruction ſure to ogling ſpark, | 
Pleaſe to procure, for purpoſe fit, | 


Some Muſlin (if you ſuch can get), 


Enough to make (Heaven guard my weaſen!) | | 
Twelve Cravats for this Winter ſeaſon : 4 
Four muſt be ſuperfine and nice, | 1 
The others of a middling price; | M 
For {till 'tis Policy, you know, | \\ 


_ To've this for Uſe, and that for Shew, 


M 2 
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Now, Miss, in terms ſo neat and ſpruce, 


Were I to do as others uſe, 


I ſhou'd conclude this hubble-bubble, 
With aſking pardon for this trouble, | 
And (for God knows there's nothing in it) 

Repent | 


to /in again next minute —— 


Cry up your Zeal to ſerve your friends, 


And all to gain your /elfi/þ ends; 

Declare (if any can believe me) 

How much it does concern and grieve me, 
Moments to waſte in my affairs, | 
More precious than another's Years; 

But, what is true, and moſt expedient, 

Is, that I am —— your moſt obedient, 


Oc. Oc. c. 
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eee 


On the White Standard being taken from the 
French, at the Battle of Dettingen, June 16, 


743. . 


— Ficem gerit 1LLE tonantis. 


F GlANrs, ſons of earth! once vainly ſtrove 
I To match their ſtrength againſt the arm of Jove, 
AvugvusTvs* wrath, proud Louis! ceaſe to dare, 
Nor wage with BxiToNs ſuch unequal war: 
Alike tis Fate, when darted from the ſkies, 
Or hurl'd from GEORGE's hand the forked Light'ning 
flies, | 


EIN 
K * 
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FF 
= the © 3 N 6, 
Requeſting his Return to ENGLAND. 


In Imitation of che Vth Ode of the IVch Book of 
Horace — Ad Auguſtum. 


FN UARDIAN of the Britiſh iſle ! 


Oh! too long thy loſs we mourn 


Spare the routed GaurL awhile, 


Haſte, AuGusTvs ! haſte, return. 


Riſe, oh, riſe! diſpel our night, 
Dart once more th'auſpicious ray; 


Faintly chear'd by Pnokzus' light, 


ALB1oN bleſs with brighter Day. 


See the Mother's ſtreaming eyes, 


Fix'd upon the winding ſhore 


Give me back my Son ſhe cries —— 


Heav'n! my long-loſt Son reſtore ! 


Anxious thus, to JovE we bend, 
Proſtrate thus thy People ſee; 


Such the Pray*rs to Heav'n we ſend, 


Such the Vows we make for THEE, 
Here 
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Here ten thouſand Harveſts riſe, 
Grateful to the jocund ſwain ; 
Tow'ring there, our Navy flies, 
Prride and terror of the main. 


While Aucusrus lives to lead 
BRTTAIN's hardy ſons to war, 
Who the faithleſs Gau can dread, 


Who the haughty SpANIARD fear? 


Mi1LL1ons, in thy aid ſecure, 
Hourly bleſs thy gentle ſway ; 
Pleas'd they ev'ry toil endure, 


And in bumpers crown the day. 


Thee, Avevervs! as a Gop, 
Midſt profuſe libations ſing 
Rapt'rous, in the lofty ode, 


Hail thee, HERO, FaTHER, KING! 


Late thy glorious race be run, 
Long to us ſuch Joys be giv'n —— 

Night and morn we beg this Boox ; 
This is a/ we alk of HEAVEN. 


M 4 


Occaſioned by her ſending the Au TOR a Piece 
of Bridal-Cake. Sept. 16, 1743. 


HE BRIDAT-CARE you lately ſent, 
(Thanks, Map AM, for the compliment) 

Which, under Pillom duly laid, 

Turns to a Wife the dreaming Maid, 

And, by the ſame inchanting force, 

Makes Huſbands of old Batchelors, 

Giving, as he or /he requires, 

The object of their heart's defires, 

Had no effe& upon my brain, 


Nor gave me either Joy or Pain ; 

But quite inſenſible I lay, | 

Like lumpiſh Log, till break of day ; 

A ſecond night I try'd its pow'r, 

But ſlept profoundly, as before; 

A third too paſs'd ——the morning came —— 
The Night, the Morning —— juſt the ſame. 


To what ſuch ſtrange Reverſe is owing, 
May next, perhaps, be worth the ſhewing, 


For 
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For haply, without helps from Learning, 
It may be paſt 


ev'n your Diſcerning. 
Now ſage PxiLosopHERs remark 

Who deal in matters wond'rous dark, 

And cap you inſtances a Thouſand, 

Which beſt explain, when fitly choſen) 

That like effects not always ſpring, 

Tho? from the very ſelf-ſame thing, 

But differ widely in their natures, 

As ® Hogs /bou'd do from Human Creatures 
Thus Icx diſſolves (which ſomewhat odd is) 8 

By Heat, which hardens other bodies; 

Thus ThuNpER, while it clears the Air, 
Shall turn your Ale to Vinegar. 

And make what had no Foulneſs in it, 

As thick as Muſtard in a minute ; 

Thus BIxch (that friend to human reaſon ! 

If well apply'd, at carly ſeaſon, 

So efficacious found to teach, 

Beyond the utmoſt pow'r of ſpeech) 

Shall ſometimes fail, do what you will, 

And Numes — ſhall be a Brockxntad ſtill, 


* Anatomiſts have obſerved an exact Reſemblance in the inſide of 
a Hog and that of a Man, | 
| Juſt 
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' Juſt ſo— what works upon the Fancy 

Of Dick, and Tom, and Prus, and Nancy, 
And makes 'em taſte, as they were real, 
Joys which (God knows) are but ideal, 
By ſympathetic force impreſſing, 
Or this or that imagin'd Bleſſing, 
Exerts its magic pow'r in vain - 
Upon the minds of b marry'd men. 

Yet ſtill, my Mus the praiſe ſhall ſing, 
Of Cart that's drawn thro' e WE DDING-RING, 


Which can ſuch various gifts employ, 
To lull our Cares— or crown our Joy. 


» The Author had been married ſome years. 
© The cuſtom is for the Bride to draw a piece of it ſeveral times 


through her Ring, which is vulgarly ſuppoſed to endue it with won- 
derful Virtues. 
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FFF 


Apvice to a PAINTER, 
On drawing a Young Lady's Picture. 


T)ASH LxERI if thou dar'ſt to trace 
Ihe beauties of CLEorA's face, 
With artful pencil, ſtrive to mix 
The various charms of either ſex ; 
For, ah! believe, thou'lt never find 
Such graces in all woman-kind : 
One ſex alone is much too Poor 
Jo furniſh out the boundleſs ſtore. 

Let manly Judgment, Senſe, and Wir, 
Upon her ſolid Brow be writ : 
Here virgin Modeſty diſcloſe, 
'There blend the Lily and the Roſe; 
Be there, by heav'nly touch expreſs'd, 
The downy Softneſs of her Breaſt; 
Nay, or the piece will never do, 
Its Whiteneſs muſt be pencil'd too ; 
Tho? VENus' doves are not ſo fair, 


Nor half ſo ſoft the vernal air: 


All 


EH 
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All Nature muſt with Art combine, 
To make it like herſelf, divine. 

But wou'd(t thou top the Painter's part, 
And make us wonder at thy Art, 
Copy CLxoRxA from my heart; 

For ſhe Herſelf is not more fair, . 
Than Love has drawn her image there. 
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EEC 
A PROLOGU E, 


To the Opera of RosaMoND, as it was T 
. in a Private Family. 


O ſcene to-night your fix'd Attention draws, 
Of Caro bleeding in his country's cauſe; 


No ſhackled BAIAZET, with impious rage, 


Mouths at his fate, and ſhakes our humble ſtage —— 


No ſuff ring Innocence bids Virtue weep, 
lull you faſt aſleep —— 


Nor whining Heroes 

And yet ſo moving is our well-wrought ditty, 

Your Terror *twill excite, as well as Pity : 

No feign'd Cataſtrophe, but real woe, 

Such as drew tears —— iu hundred years ago. 
Relentleſs, fierce, an ELEANOR appears, 

While RosamonD, with eyes brim-full of tears, 


Her unavailing hands for mercy rears 
In Youth and Beauty's prime condemn'd to prove 
The ſharpeſt ſtings of lawleſs, guilty love. 
Such is the TREAT to which you're all invited, 
Nor, for its Au rHok's ſake, ſhou'd it be ſlighted; 
Rich 
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| Rich the Repaſt, the niceſt judge muſt own, 

; Cook'd by the genius of an ApDp1soN. 

No kind Indulgence need we aſk to-night, 

Cou'd we but act, as well as he cou'd brite; 

But though each line of that fam'd Bard ſo terſe is — 
He, once, as well as I— made d Nonſenſe Verſes 
At Excellence arriv'd by flow degrees, 
Doubtful of Fame, he ſtrove, like us, to pleaſe; 
Weak was his flight, and rude his firſt eſſay, 
Till bolder Pinions wing'd him on his way ; 


So we — from low attempts may hope to riſe, 


Soar to his pitch —— and emulate the ſkies. 


4 Spoken by a young Gentleman, who had been a Weſtminſter 
Scholar. 


The 
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N CE more fair Rosa ſtarts up before y'— 
What think you of her diſmal, diſmal ſtory ? 
One hour, in Hzxzv's arms— all briſk and airy — 
The next, a filent Ghoſt in CHa RON s wherry ; 
From Life and Love for ever doom'd to part, 
Unrivall'd miſtreſs of a Monarch's heart; 
A hapleſs victim to the frantic ſpleen 
Of a revengeful, furious, jealous Queen. 
From jealouſy cou'd Bow'r or Knighthood ſcreen us, 
How much good Love might have been ſhar'd between 
us ? | 

But ELRANOR, the winding mazes paſt, _ 
Spight of Sir Tus Tv, found me out at laſt; 
At one rude blow my gaudy Schemes did croſs, 
And ſure — no Sweetmeat e' er had ſourer Sauce. 
| When bath'd in Tears 1 quaff'd the deadly Bowl, 
Did it not pierce you to the very ſoul ? 
Or, with a prudiſh Matron's haughty air, 
Did you not triumph o'er th* unhappy fair? 


Conſcious 


[ 276 ] 
Conſcious yourſelves of no ſuch lip, or failing, 


Proclaim your Innocence by downright railing ? 
And, hugely tickled with the deep diſtreſs, 


Cry Filthy Harlot! ſhe deſery'd no lefs — 

As if fair Virtue ne'er erects her Throne, | 

Nor boaſts her ſway, but in a heart of Stone. 

Periſh that Thought! and let your Sighs declare 

This circle as compaſſionate as fair ; ; 

Like Heav'n, with Pity let your Boſoms melt, 

And ſpare the Guilty — tho? you loath the Guilt. 
Going off the tage, returns again. 

But hold — the Mok AL, like friend Bayzs's Pror, 

The cream of all, I'd quite and clean forgot. 

MaiDens, beware — guard well your eaſy Hearts 

Nor play too idly with Love's treach'rous Darts; 

Warn'd by my Fate, let each ſoft Virgin pray 

For ſome kind Sweetheart — in an honeſt way — 

Be chaſte, as fond, nor ever deign to ſhine 

That Wretch in State, a guilty CoxcugixE; 

Thoſe who for Pomp or Pleaſure Virtue barter, 

Like Ros\aMonD,—will find they've caught a Tartar. 


pl 
| XESXESNLSELSEESLLSELSELSENE 
To CLA RISSA, on parting. 


Now'ſt thou—the widow'd TuxTLE's moan, 
14 Plaintive, cheerleſs, left — alone; 


How the tender MoTHER grieves, 
When her only Son ſhe leaves, 
Bound for India's fartheſt coaſt, 
How her anxious Soul is toſt ! 
What her laviſh Tears expreſs, 

In the deep, the fond diſtreſs! 
Can the Miſer's Grief be told, 
Plunder'd of his darling Gold; 

Or the Anguiſh of the heart, 

When the Soul and Body part; 

Or the tortures Wretches know, 
Doom'd to endleſs pains below; 
Then, CLARISsA, you may tell 
What my throbbing Heart mult feel, 
When I bid thoſe Eyes — Farewell / 
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To the Royar ConveRT?, ſpoken by the 
AUTHOR, in the Character of ARIBERT. 


F T has the Muſe her ſacred lyre eſſay'd, 
And to the view majeſtic ſcenes diſplay'd; 

In Lights and Shades diſelos'd the various draught, 
While cach from each new warmth and vigour caught; 
A TAMERLANE, ſublime in guiltleſs ſtate, 
In valour, wiſdom, as in goodneſs great ; 
A BaJazET, whole fierce, tumultuous ſoul, 
No reaſon could perſuade, no pow'r controul ; 
In milder ſtrains the ſame great Genius b tries, 


To call the ſofter Paſſions to your eyes; 


With Sighs humane to ſwell each gen'rous breaſl, 
He ſhews you Truth and Innocence diſtreſs'd ; 

Can AxIBERT your pity fail to move, 

The ſharpeſt trials reſolute to prove, 


Evn Racks, and Death itſelf, unſhaken in his love? 


Acted many years ago at Earl C-—'s in H - re — when 
the AUTHOR was very young, 


Mr. Rowe. 


Can 
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Can ETHELINDA's courage fail to charm, 


To raiſe, t'inſpire, to animate, to warm? 

The Hexoixe ſee the glorious cauſe maintain, 

And Crowns and Life, exchang'd for Faith diſdain! 
If high-wrought Characters, like theſe, expreſs 

Frail Nature in too bright, too rich a dreſs, 

Beyond the life, if to your dazzled eyes, 

Virtue, and Truth, and Chriſtian Courage riſe; 

In your own BRITAIN ſee the wonder ſhine, 

A bright original, no leſs divine! 

Behold a Princeſs ©, (whom with pride we own,) 

Barter'd for Faith, reject th* Imperial Crown ; 

Then when you trace through each exalted page, 

The CaroLixa of a former age, 

Think but her Beauty, Virtue, Faith like ours, 

(The nobleſt pattern of the forming pow'rs, ) 

No more your wonder ARIBERT ſhall claim, 

Who, urg'd by Heav'N, avow'd ſo juſt a flame, 

Nor think to DEATU the chace too far purſw'd, 


When VI Tur in ſo bright a Form he view'd. 


© Afterwards Queen Ca ROLINE. 
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Spoken by Lady S. C. in the Character of 
ETHELINDA. 


O now alls over — and my Heart's at eaſe 
My Love, Grief, Rage, Hope, Fear, and Pity ceaſe : 
All my tumultuous paſſions now are o'er, 
And even ARIBERT's d belov'd no more. 
What think you of the fond, the faithful creature ? 
You'll cry, *tis tag. there's no ſuch thing in nature — 
Yes, ſuch a Wight hiſtoric pages ſhew 


But then it was ſome Centuries ago: 


Poor man! he liv'd in an unpoliſh'd time, 

When Love and Conſtancy were deem'd no Crime; 

It had been ſtrange, yes, very ſtrange indeed, 

Had he been ox E of our more poliſh'd breed; 

Who, to the laſt, ev'n hugg'd the marriage- fetter — 
No wonder — a rude Saxo — knew no better 
Whoſe Heart, wrong-principled in NAT uRE's ſchool, 
Free from Di/zuiſe, follow'd her eaſy rule; 


4 A very near relation acted the part. p 
: rom 
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From hence, unpractis'd in Deceit, we find, 


That when he ſwore, he lov'd — he ſpoke his mind — 
Nor meant it in our faſhionable ſenſe, 


Indiſterence. 
We're ſo refin'd, that ev'ry day we tee 


Whole raging Love implics 


Men ſwear, betray, and call it — Gallantry. 


O truſt them not, ye Fair! be timely wiſe, 


Leſt to their arts you fall a Sacrifice 


Let the ſpruce Ideot twirl his clouded cane, 


And-glare in rich embroidery in vain ; 
Unmoy'd behold the terrors of his Hat, 
Nor fall a Victim to the lac'd Cravat; 


The modern Youth, who flaunts it in the Ring e, 


(An am'rous, well-dreſs'd, courteous empty thing,) 


89575 


Follows you up and down from Pars to Play, 


Swears he ſcarce breathes without you, night nor day— 


Obſequious, in each word he mimicks n, 


'Tis hot — he ſwelters — cold — he freezes too 


To ſhew he's parts, he aims at being v2/y, 


Then—Demmee, Madam! you're confounded pretty — 


With head reclin'd, the powder'd pling ſighs, 
Ob, thoſe eyes / 


And, in a dying tone, crics 


© In Hyde Park the Beau Monde made their appearance, in theſe 
days, every evening, but more particularly on Sundays, 


3 The 
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The ſmooth-ſac'd Lover at your feet behold, 
He Goats on you—take heed—he means your Gold 
Gold is his goddeſs, and that once attain'd, - 
Too ſoon you'd find his love for Tou was feign'd—— 
His Truth would not like AxtszrT's appear, 
Who, by his actions, ſhew'd himſelf ſincere ; 
For he, good man! ev'n riſqu'd his very life, 
Refus'd a crown— and all — to ſave his Wife ; 
For the dear cauſe was racks and torture proof, 
And when condemn'd to die — he ſtood it buff — 
If each new- fangled Huſband prov'd like this, 
Marriage would be, indeed, a ſtate of Bliſs, 
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The SUFFOLK GARLAND. 


[Anno 1745. 


L 


3 T doggrel Poets, one and all, 
Reſound the praiſe of HoucnTox Harr, 


Or EusToxE - feat of noble Peer — 
I'll ſing the praiſe of —=-Baxrox MEER. 


II. 


Woods, gardens, groves, (th' eternal themes, 
Of Bard who ſips PIERIAN ſtreams) 


Make PARADISE thro'out the year, 


And give the prize to RARTON MEER. 


Seat of WExTwoRTH Optarne, Eſq. 
N III. But 
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III. 
No longer gaping crouds ſhall go 
' CLERMONT ; to view — or viſit STOw Þ — 


But all with eager haſte repair 
To feaſt each ſenſe - — at BARTON MEER. 


IV. 
What tho' no antique Statue grace; 
Nor Temples conſecrate the place; 
None can ſuch uſeleſs pomp revere, 
Who taſte the ſweets of 


BARTON MEER. 


V. 


Its owners, affable and free; 


(Such owners you ſhall ſeldom ſee) 
With open ſmiles and heartſome cheer, 


Make ſorrow glad at BARTON MEER. 


VI. 
Or laugh, or ſing, or talk, or play, 
Or walk, or ride, to paſs the day; 
Probatum eſt — you can't be freer, 
Than you may be at — BARTON MEER. 


5 Duke of NewcasTLE's ſeat, h Lord CoBnHam's. 


VII. No 
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| VII. 
No noiſy mirth, nor froward ſpleen, 
Intrude to mar the bliſsful ſcene ; 
No matrimonial ſtrife is here, 


To wound the peace of —— BARTON MEER. 


VIII. 
No party feuds, nor foul debate 
About the army, church or ſtate; 


Whether we've peace or war next year, 
Is much the ſame at — BARTON MEER. 


IX. 
Happy the man, and he alone, 
He who can call ſuch joys his own, 


Who from life's troubl'd ſea can ſteer, 
And end his days at — BARTON MEER. 


When ENnGLISHMEN no more complain, 
When VI RTV dwells in Dxrury-LaNE; 


Then ſhall my Muſe this theme forbear, 
BARTON MEER. 


Nor ſing the praiſe of 
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BARDUS and BIB L IO. 


Apoetical Dialogue between the AuTmor and 
his BooKSELLER . [Anno 1742.] 


— Mutato nomine, de te 
Tabula narratur - 3 * 


BARDUS. 
OW comes it, BIBLIo, that mong all 
The traſh that lumbers up your ſtall, 


State-Trials, reams of, muſty comment, 
Plain Expoſitions—of no moment- 


Your HoRBARTSs, StD ERFINS and Crooks k, 


That fright young ſtudents with their looks, 
State Pamphlets, Anſwers and Replies, 
Stuff'd with ſtate ribaldry and lies; 


LI hope this will not be underſtood as meant to caſt a general re- 
flexion upon the Trade itſelf. — Whoever is the leaſt acquainted with 
Meſſieurs S—NDBY, D=—DsL—y, B—cx—T, and ſome others, 
mult know them to be much ſuperiour to ſuch liberal practices 
Beſides, the AurRHOA would ſcorn to ſport with, and defame the 
characters of a <vhole Fraternity, becauſe a few ſcabby Sheep may be 
found amongſt them. l 
Reporters of Law Caſes, —— 


— | Romances 
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Romances, Novels, Charges l, Plays, 
With nameleſs, dull Et Cæteras, 
My works alone, neglected lie? 
Say — honeſt B1BL1o! tell me why? 


B IB L I O. 


Nor new, nor intricate the caſe, 
What J foreſaw is come to pals : 

I told you, Sir, write e'er ſo well, 
Such ſort of works would never ſell; 


Were Pop to riſe once more to light, 


Or S wirr regain his wits, and write 
Each ſcrap of theirs would fell — you'll ſay — 
No, Sir, they'd hardly live a day; 

Taxes and Gaming run ſo high, 

They drain our cuſtomers quite dry; 

Then, Twelve and Sixpence n is a ſum 

For PotTxy, that ſtrikes them dumb; 
There's modeſt YouxG o, with all his ſenſe, 


Ne'er riſes now *bove cighteen pence ; 


1 To Grand Juries, delivered at Hicks's Ha'l by Sir Joux Gux- 


60N, and other worſhipful chairmen, -—— 


m Dr. Swirr was, at the time of writing this, a lunatick. 


n Alluding to the Norfo/z Miſcellany in two vol. 8vo, publiſhed by 


the Aur nok of theſe Poems, and firſt fold at that price; but after- 


wards at 10's. the Set. 


»The Night Thoughts were fold, in parts, at 1s. — 


Yet 
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Yet Hawkins (who ſhould know) complains 
The Night Thoughts lie upon his hands: 
Tho' Alma Mater's ſelf unites 

To ſpread abroad what THOMPSON P writes; 
Tho' DopsLEy puffs among the great, 

The poem which he ſcrawl'd of late; 

Were Tuour so to be ſick to-morrow, 
He'd find, believe me, to his ſorrow, 

He ſcarce had clear'd, think what you will, 
Enough to pay for draught and pill. 
Such now the taſte of this dull town, 


Nothing but Politics go down; 
Serious remarks on this or that 
New change, or buſtle in the ſtate; 


Sober advice to — you know who, 
Or Tales from CHINA and PRRu: 
Your Puzzles a, and Dutch Reaſoners, 

All writ by paltry Garretteers, 

Who have — or ought to loſe their ears — 

Riddles, conundrums, and ſuch ſtuff, 


Shall paſs —and ſell you well enough. 


Y M. A. of Queen's College, Dan, whoſe Poem, intitled Sickne/,, 


was publiſhed in ſeparate books, at 18. 6d. each. 
Two Grubſtreet pamphlets thus intitled. — 


BARDUS. 
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BARDUS. 

BIBLIO! proceed — and ſpeak your mind — 

You've other reaſons {till behind; | 


There's ſomething more, my life on't, ſtill — 


You could — but care not to reveal. 


B IB LI O. 


There is, Sir, it muſt be confeſs'd, 
And weighter much than all the reſt: 
Since then you urge me to declare, 
The naked truth of this affair. 

The ſecret, in a word, lies here. 

Few are ſo ignorant not to know, 
That Int'reſt governs high and low; 
We agents in the world of letters, 
Are humble copies of our betters ; 
While faithfully we but purſue, 

The ſelf-ſame track which others do; 

Our court contentions are but races 

Twixt thoſe who're in — and out of places; 
The Lawyer wrangles, all agree, 

Not for his Client, but the Fee; 


*T'ts 
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"Tis with a ſelfiſh view of gain, 
That ſleepleſs Authors rack their brain; 
While we, with juſt the ſame intention, 
Trade with the fruits of their invention; 
Nor muſt they hope to win applauſe, 
If, client-like, they ſtarve the cauſe : 
For *tis not what you Wirs can write, 
But what we Book SELLERS get by't, 


That recommends the fav'rite piece, 
And gains it credit, more or leſs ; 
Nor can its worth be ever known, 
While we agree to cry it down. 


BARDUS. 
BiBL1o, from what you now relate, 
I ſmell a Rar. 


Like HupiBras 


B IBI. IO. 


This, Sir, your own experience teaches, 
Beyond the power of words and ſpeeches; 
Tho? ſure the caſe is plain enough; | 
Nor wants it much ſubſtantial proof ; 
Few of the craft will croud their ſhelves 
With Authors printing for themſelves ; 
| And 
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And fewer ſtill are to be found, 
Who'll take — three ſhillings in the pound — 
Think you that LiNToT * was content 
With profit leſs than — cent. per cent.? 
Had Toxsox * jok'd with Miniſters, 
Had ToxsoNn's Fiſt been cloſe as Tours ? 
But now, for ſake of argument, 
Suppoſe the BookSELLER content; 


That you have hit the Reader's gout 
"Tis well — but this will never do, 
Unleſs you ſuit his Pocket too; 
You'll find his ſtomach plaguy nice, 
Unleſs you tempt him with a price ; 
This OsBorNE *© knows, who beſt of any 
Can ſhift, and turn the ready penny; 
Os BORN E, 'mongſt other quaint devices, 
Car ves out his authors into ſlices; 
Weekly preſents a bill of fare, 
Jo ev'ry loving cuſtomer; 
r The late Mr. BERNARD LinTor. | 
Old Jacos Toxson, who publiſhed the Tatlers, &c. a great fa- 
vourite of the wits and people of all ranks and degrees, in Queen 
ANN k's time — 
t T. OsBokxe, Bookſeller in Gray's Inn, who, at this time, pub- 


liſhed the Modern Hiſtory, the Harleian Miſcellany, &c. in weekly 
Numbers, at 6d. 18. each, — 
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And earns you by this weekly dealing, 
Not leſs than Sixpence in a Shilling; 
His art in diſhing out a book, 

The ſame as that of crafty Cook, 

Who, to invite the hungry gueſt, 


Nicely apportions out the feaſt ; 
And from one joint, ſet forth to view, 


Is ſure to make the price of 700. 


BARDUS. 


Enough, enough tis very clear, 
Pye had the wrong ſow by the ear — 
But ſay, what urg'd you to comply 
With terms you get ſo little by, 
Who knew as well all this, and more, 


As any now, or heretofore ? 


BIB LI O. 


Why, times are hard — the gain, tho' ſmall, 
Is better ſtill, than none at all 
But *tis bad Policy in you 


To drive ſuch bargains as you do : 


For, faith, our tribe are juſt ſuch things 


To AuTHoRs — as you Bards to KINGs. 


"Tis 


[ 293 ] 
Tis we who muſt your worth proclaim, 
"Tis we who u /ave or damn your fame; 
We've arts to check, or force a trade, 
Juſt as we happen to be paid; 
For twelve pence more on ev'ry ſett, 
Ill undertake to ſerve you yet; 
Tho? now I've hardly ſold a core, f 
I'll get a thouſand off 


or more. 


1A 


So this, or that, let authors chuſe, 

"Fig 0 croſs you win, and pile we loſe ;” 
Rather than thus ignobly treat, 

Rather than i ade, that you may eat, 

I'll turn Quack, CoxnJ'RER, STROLLER, PIMP, 
Make mouſe-traps, matches, or beat hemp, 
Or eaſe my Gex1us (when it itches 

To write) by ſcribbling dying ſpeeches, 


Strange wonders, murders, apparitions, 
Which readers ſuit of all conditions ; 


* A cant phraſe for crying down an author's works, who preſumes 


to maintain his own property, by not young with his copy at the 
price they are pleaſed to ſet upon it. 


Q : | Which 
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Which Bridewell Bzss, with voice ſo ſweet, 


Shall nightly ſcream thro? ev'ry ſtreet, 


Thus paſs the remnant of my days, 
Secure of Bread, tho' loſt to Praiſe, 
As much as * He who wears the bays. 


* COLLEY CiBBER, Poet Laureate. 


* 
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G KNMNKNKNNMNNNKNNMNN KNA 
a DD CALESLS 
Between Dr. NI TRE and Dr. SUBLIMATE. 
SCENE, BATSsON's Corrtt-Hovust. 


Non noſtrum e/t, inter vos, tantas componere LITES. 
. VIRG. Ecl. 


DR. SUB. 


OcToxk, your hand how fares it wi'y'? | 
I'm not a little glad to fee y'— 


And, fince we're opportunely met, 


Let's have a friendly tete à tete. 


"Tis not long ſince that you and I, 
Who lord it o'er the FacuLTy, 


Were call'd upon, with joint endeavour, 


To club our wits, and cure a Fever 
We hit on very diff'rent ſchemes, 
But both agreed — to cry down James, 
To whole Powders the healths of mankind are more indebted 
\n FEVERISH diforders particularly) than to any other ſimple or com- 


band medicine in the whole Materia Medica. 


O 2 | By 


2 is.” 


_— 
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By Hor I ſought the point to gain; 


You choſe the cooLING REGIMEN ; 
Whoſe virtues, Doctor, will, I fear, 


Soon coſt your luckleſs PaTIE NT dear. 


DR. NIT. 


Why, DocrTox, troth, I cannot ſay 


I have much hopes of him to-day 
But, ſpite of NiTxe's pow'rful aid, 
The Debt of nature muſt be paid 


| Vain are the med'cines we apply, 


DocTrok and PATIENT 


All muſt die — 
And 'This you kuow as well as I. 


DR SUB. 


*Tis true but in a caſe ſo nice, 
You ſhou'd have follow'd my advice 
CooLERs, I told you, wou'd not do, 
Which All who take have cauſe to rue. 


CooLERS will never quench the fire, 


They only make it flame the higher —— 
CorDIALs alone can damp its rage; 
CorDIALs its feryour beſt aſſuage - 


F Theſc 


heſc 


. 

Theſe * ventilate and cool the blood, 
Nor is their force to be withſtood. — 
Ax teaches thus, in Reasov's ſpite, 
And long experience ſhews it right. 
That thread-bare Axtom I deſpiſe 


(Axons will never make us wiſe) 


Of Things being cur'd by ConTRariEs” —— 


Sacred, indeed, thro Ages paſt, 
But clearer light ſprung up at laſt. 


. 
If this be an eſtabliſh'd Taz s1s, 


NEwsSHAM , thy engines break to pieces! 


For henceforth be it underſtood 


Your Gimcracks do more HARM than good. 


DR. SUB. 


Doc ron, Concluſions ſuch as theſe 
Don't follow from the Premiles : 


z Dr. Sus. may ſeem in this to be a little paradoxical, the diſtin» 


guiſhing characteriſtie of moſt great geniules 


Such doctrine was 


unknown to Hip rOC RATES; but it muſt likewiſe be confeſſed that 


tis to time, and even to chance, we owe our moſt 
VERIES, 


One of the firſt inventors of Fixs-Encints. 


O 3 


important Disco- 


That 


vo” ” 
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Nor is that LoG1c worth a louſe, 


Which proves a Max to be a Hovss. 
Had I not found a better clue, 

Nor deign'd blind REasoN to purſue, 
I ſhou'd have known no more than You : 
But while Dame NATURE is my guide, 
I laugh at ev'ry rule beſide. 


DR. NIX. 


So then, a FER to aſſuage, 

And check at once its boiling rage, 
Inſtead of cool PTVYVSAN or GLYSTER, 
"Tis LIQUID FIRE you adminiſter, —— 
If ſuch as theſe be NATURE's rules, 


Then RancLiFet, SYD'NHAM, FREIND, were fools. 


DB. 5 US. 


That Docroxs differ is well known, 
And even to a proverb grown; 

But, tho” you wrangle cer ſo long, 
Their being right don't prove me wrong 
What now is a SPECIFIC found, 


Haply hereafter ſhall loſe ground; 


And 


nd 
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And cooling med'cines in a FEvER 


Be juſt as much in vogue as ever 
Nay, to be candid, I will omn 
The feats that ſometimes theſe have done 
But 'tis not GaLLANT RT, I trow, 


By STRATAGEM to rout the foe; 
To ſhun him in the open field, 


And thus, by FRAup, to make him yield —— 
Pl ne'er by Say the fort command, 


But bravely ſtorm it SWORD IN HAND. 


nM N1T. 


DocTos, if ſuch your practice be, 
We ſhortly may expett to ſee 

A TREATISE, making it as clear 
As you and J are ſitting here, 

That, maugre all miſtaken notions 

Of BARE decoctions, and ſuch potions, 


Snow-BALLs b the caſe will ſureſt hit, 


And ſooneſt ſtop — an Ad uE Fit —— 


- 


b Dr. NirRk's SARCASM is not fo groſs or extravagant as at firſt 
ſight it may appear to be; for to ſhew what ABsuRD1T1Es ingenious 
men may ſometimes be betray'd into, that noted Phyſician and Na- 
turaliſt, the late Dr. WoopwarD (probably as great an enemy to 
Vous as Dr. Sus. is to CooLers) was ſaid to have invented a 


O 4 Nor 


| | 4 [ 200 ] 


Nor ſhou'd I maryel much to hear 


— 


0 Of Colics cur'd with — BoTTLED BEER 


And Heart- burns eas'd — with VINEGAR. 


| | DR. SUB. 


Such language, DocTox, 's out of ſeaſon ; 


This is to rally, not to reaſon. 
Such arguments Fd ſcorn to uſe; 


There's no true SCIENCE in ABUSE.— 
So 'tis high time, and moſt expedient, 
Your moſt obedient ©. 

c. Oc. Oc. Oc 


— —— —— * 


To take my leave 


STomacu-bruſh — but, from certain difficulties which we may 
ſuppoſe might attend the application of it, I apprehend, it never was 
made any uſe of. 

« If any of my readers chuſe to ſee this great queſtion moderated 
between theſe contending parties, I would refer them to the late Dr. 
FrErixnD's treatiſe — De Morbis, where he ſays, that“ To chill a 
*© Poor patient into his grave, or to burr him up, is equally wild and 
A extravagant. 
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CCC 


The PozT's Farewell to his Musk. 


— Hic verſus et catera ludicra peno. Hor. 


P O E I. 


DIE U, ye lov'd PIERTAN train! 
4 Who taught me firſt poetic ſtrain 
Who early taught me firſt to ſip 
Th' inſpiring ſtream of AGANIPP?; 


To me, alas! no more belong 

The ode ſublime, or am'rous ſong ; 
If once CLARISssA loy'd my lays, 
And gave me all a poet's praiſe ; 
If ONsLow d has unbent his brow, 


j Smit with a well-turn'd verſe, or ſo; 


© 
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The vigour's paſt, the fire is ſpent, 


2 


Which youth and, haply, genius lent. 


7 
J * b 
1 1 — 5 2 ” 2 _ v n. 
80 — 33 


_ — 


4 The late Speaker of the Houſe of Commons, who honour'd the 
AuTHoR, in his early years, with many kind marks of his Favour ; 
and whoſe unſhaken INT EGRIT Y could alone add LusTRE to thoſe 

 AB1LIT1Es with which he preſided in the CHAIR, for the ſpace of 
thirty-three years. | | | 
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MUSE. 
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MUS E. 
Shall Por E, ſupreme in Twick' NAH bower, 
Write on, tho' verging to THREE SCORE; 
Pop, who adores a ST. Jonx's name, 
But dares to blaſt his Moxaxcu's fame, 
And you, who Forty juſt have ſeen, 
Deſert the ſource of Hip POC RENE? 
Shall none but CIBBER's flimſy ſtrain 


Record the feats at DET TIN GEN, 


Where CLayToN bled, and Bxuxs wic x fought?— 


For ſhame! repreſs th' ignoble thought! 
Shall thus the Hexo's worth be paid? 
Oh, death to evry warlike deed ! | 

Let indignation here take place, 


Oh: ſave your PRINCE from ſuch diſgrace / 


POET. 
Let CoLz. in ſing- ſong annual lays, 
Attempt to write in Casar's praiſe, 
And blindly try to ſoar a pitch 
Which Port might well deſpair to reach; 
Thank Heav'n! that to my weakneſs join'd 
An honeſt, but an © humble mind ; 


Di bene fecerunt, inopis me quodque puſilli 
Finxerunt animi Hon. Sat. iv. 


Content 
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Content to tell, in lyric vein, 


The fair one's love, or cold diſdain; 
To paint the grove, or ſunny hill; 
Or darkſome vale; or falling rill; 
Or modeſt worth reveal to fight, 
Which beſt can bear 


yet /huns the light. 


MUSE. 


Well — be it ſo — whar hinders then,” 
But you reſume once more the pen ? 

If ſuch the fav'rite ſubjects be, 

They'll furniſh endleſs themes for thee :. 
CLakIssA's growing charms invite, 
Demand thy lays, and bid thee write; 
Recount a thouſand beauties o'er, 
Thow'lt find a thouſand beauties more; 
Her air, wit, ſenſe, all, all conſpire. 

To fan the am'rous poet's fire; 

What nobler taſk, than to commend 
The Muſe's and f Macxaoxn's friend? 


f Dr. BaIL LIE, a phyſician, aluding & to the Progreſs of — 
See encomium upon him. 


POET, 11 
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POE I. 


What follow ſtill the rhyming trade, 
When s SyyLock ſwears he muſt be paid? 
Without one guinea in my purſe, 

To cloath the Child that's out at Nurſe ; 
When bawling Duns beſiege my gate, 

Still more and more importunate —— 
Can all CLarrssa's wit, ſenſe, air, 

Quit ſcore with greedy Book$SELLER ? 

Or inſpiration from the Nixx 

Teach ſtarving AuTHorRs — where to dine? 
Can all Macxaon's worth and {kill 
Diſcharge pert b REGNIERE's dreadful bill, 
Prote& me from the Catchpole's paw, 


Or ſave me from 


devouring Law ? 
Ah! no —— go flumber, then, who will 
On top of fair Paxxassvs? hill 


= Tis not for me, at ſuch a time, 
To tag lean verſe, and deal in rhyme. 


* Any ſerivener, or ſharping money- lende. 
A French taylor, famous For making fine cloaths, and long bills. 


- 


MUSE. 


p ˙ A 
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MUSE. 


Take i ST=G6's 1 then, and prepage 


_ A LiBEL on the MinisTER - 


Loudly, in time of Peace, complain 

That we're the dupes of FRANCE and SyaiNn; 
That BRTITAILN (oh, inglorious ſound ! ) 

Can feel, but not reſent, the wound ; 

Our CoMMERCE ſunk, our DEBrs unpaid, 
Swear —— that the nation is betray d. 
When juſt revenge each boſom warms; 
When CxsAx frowns once more in arm; 


And urging the vindictive blow, 


Heaps ruin on the routed foe, 


Mouth at new Taxzs and SUpPLIEs, 
And d— mn ſuch dear-bought VIcTokIES; 
Poor ALB1oN's hapleſs fate bemoan, 

By Peace or War, alike undone: 

With keen Iambics laſh the Great, 
Revile the Army — Church — and State; 
Be wond'rous arch upon the Fleet, 

No matter with how little wit, 


Or truth —the work will ſell — and you may eat. 


i The author's bookſeller. 
POET: 
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POET. 
For ever branded be his name, 
Who baſely thus gets BREA D, or Fauz! 
I ſcorn to envy Pop E his lot, 
His houſe, his gardens, or his grot; 
My * Father, a plain, honeſt man, 
Cry'd, Son — from dang'rous verſe refrain 
Or, if the angry Gods, in ſpite, 
Should curſe you with an itch to wrire, | 
Arraign not KINGs, nor Mixts*sns' 
Beware of fines, and loſs of ear 


Nor yet extol (in hopes to riſe) 

The worſt of meaſures to the ſkies, 

The flave of power, or faction's tool, | 

In ſhort — be neither KN AVE, nor Foot — 


Be neither | covetous, nor baſe, 


Nor barter ConscIENCE D— for aP1.ActE 


R 


inſuevit pater optimus hoc me, '1 
Ut Ine exemplis vitiorum quzque notando. 
Honk. lib. I. Sat. iv. 
Si neque avaritiam, neque des, aut mala laſtra 
Objicier vere quiſquam mihi — 


— - 


Cauſa fuit pater his : =———— Hos. lib. I. Sat. vi. 


It 
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If VI R TVE crowns thy little ſtore, 


nor aſk for more. 


Enough is giv'n 
He ſaid no ORACLE more true 


Adieu, PIERIAN Maid! adieu! 
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pt pdt ppt pt ppt pdt pt {pt þ4þ 
The Author's AroLocy for Writing 


After he had bid F arewell to his Muſe. 


Ad mores natura recurrit 
 Damnatos, fixa, et mutari neſcia —— 


Juv. Sat. x11. 


> 9908 Maxcvus! didſt thou never ſee 
A feeble, worn-out DEBAUCHEE 


f | Whom p—x nor poverty can win 

„ To lay aſide his darling ſin; 

| 0 In cloſe ſedan who nightly goes 

4 To Mother W—rB—Ls, or the Ros E m, 


= Or, haply, leſs advent'rous grown, 
Keeps a ſnug Miss — for half the town — 
Till Arxoros (who takes us all in) 
Stops, with her ſhears, his caterwauling ?— 
Or haſt thou not ſome CuLexziT ſeen, 
Who whipp'd and branded oft has been; 
"Cho? {till the varlet worſe and worſe is, 

Nor will forſake his evil courſes ; 


= Two houſes of ill fame. 


Till 
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Till many a riſk and danger paſt, 
In fatal Cord he ſwings at laſt ? 
Rid by the Muſe, fo I — who long 
Have carrol'd many an idle ſong, 
Tho' late AroLLo à twitch'd mine ear, 


And bid me, by all means, forbear 
Nor ſacred verſe henceforth profane, 
By ſcribbling thus againſt the gram; 
Tho' tir'd with CL1o's fond entreating, 
Who teaz'd me fo at our laſt meeting, 

I vow'd I ne'er would touch the Lyre, | 
Tho? fifty CnLoe's ſhould inſpire ; 
Tho' my dear BAILLIE ſhould revive, 
And all his new-born Virtues live, 

Not ev'n his Worth, with Beauty join'd, 
Should ever ſhake my conſtant Mind; 
Himſelf were WiTwov'p to ſurpaſs 


And grow ſtill more and more an — Afs —— 


No indignation b ſhould rake place, 


A 
Vellit. 
Y Facit indignatio verſum. 


Cynthius auream 


1 


VIS. 


Juv. 


From 
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From Rhyming and Reſentment free, 
The Knave or Fool might *ſcape for me: 
Vet ſtill I rave and in deſpight 
Of Vows, and Wit, and PHoesus 


write. 


D 


DE TUR DIGNIO XI. 


HEN P— r a T1TLE gains, the crown receives 
More grace and luſtre than its bounty gives; 

But ſhould on ſuch HoNoUR be beſtow'd, 
*Twould taint the royal FounTain whence it flow'd. 


Thus Light, reflected from PacToLus' ſtream, 
Darts o'er its golden ſands © a brighter gleam ; 


While, on the ouzy banks of EVP T's coaſt, 
In Slime and Mud the SuN's bright beams are loſt. 


Rutila volvit PacToLvus arena. Juv. I. v. 


85 


An 
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FFF 
An E FI 


ESPERIE lateri redimicula nectit eburno, 
Facta ſuis manibus, pectore digna ſuo: 
Jam veteres iras VENUs et TRTTONIA ponit, 


Pectora nam VENERIS PALLADIs ambis opus. 
Thus attempted in Engliſh Verſe 9. 


Round her waiſt HESPERIE throws a veſt, 


Made by her hands, and worthy of her breaſt : 
PaLLas and VENUs quit their ancient jarrs, 
For PaLLas © wrought the robe which VENVs wears. 


4 Being deſirous to give the Engliſh Reader ſome Idea of the elegant 
turn of an old EyxicRam, that has been ſo juſtly and univerſally ad. 


| mired, I have endeavoured to keep as near to the Sex/e, and even Let 


ter of the Original, as poſſible — In this I wiſh I may be allowed to 
have ſucceeded ; and ſhall hope to ſee its Beauties more happily pre- 
ſerved and transfuſed by ſome other hand, 


* Or Minerva, Goddeſs of wiſdom, ſuppoſed to have been the 
Patroneſs of Arts and Sciences, and to have invented Knitting, N eav- 
ing, &c. 
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An E P I G R AM. 


Sent by OL1veR CROMWELL with his Picture, 
drawn in Armour, but with his Helmet off, to 
CuRkIs TINA Queen of Sweden. 


* Virgo! ſeptem Regina trionum ! 
CnRISTINa, ardtoi lucida ſtella poli ! 

Aſpice, quas merui dura ſub caflide, rugas ; 
Quamque ſenex s, adhuc impiger, ora gero! 

Sed tibi ſubmittit Frontem reverentior umbra, 


Nec ſunt hi vultus Regibus uſque truces. 


Said to have been written by MiLTon, OL1veR's Latin Secretary. 
Vert al Critics will obſerve a falſe quantity here, which thoſe who 
regard Spirit and Genius more than ſuch trifling 3 will over- 


- look. 


'Thus 


* 


2 | ISIS AS SIS LS OS MS neee euer! 
EFT e e e eee 


Thus tranſlated. 


HRIS TINA, hail! O VIRGIN, great in war! 

Of the wide North, at once both Queen and Star! 
This Pox TRAIL T view the deep- worn furrows trace 
Which, earn'd in well-fought fields, my Viſage grace; 
Upon my Brow, which no d:/honour ſtains, 

(Old as I am, ) the awful HERO reigns ; 

But with mild Rev'rence bends before thy throne, 

Nor always Monaxcus tremble at my Fxowx. 


— — — — aw” 
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MT TT FIT TEC CF rr rio MB 
On the Death of Dr. BAILLIE, 


Phyſician to the Enc115n Army in FL Ax DERS. 


1743. 


Duem ful acer hum, 
Semper honeratum, fic Di wolf Ie VirxG. 


Thou beſt Kiva: my ev'ry ee las, 
Frail, flatt'ring hope of my declining age 
Scarce had the Musk h, who kindled at thy name, 


Clapp'd her glad wings, exulting in thy fame, 


Ere penſive, cheerleſs, in complaining verſe, 


She pays this laſt ſad tribute o'er thy hearſe. 
Ah! why to thee was ev'ry Virtue giv'n? 


Or, why thoſe Virtues doom'd the ſcourge i of Heav'n ? 


Severely kind, indulgent to excels, | 
Deepeſt to wound, whom molt it feem'd to bleſs ! 
Gilding thy mid-day Sux with faireſt light, 

To add new horrors to the brow of NIGHT! 


h See, PRoOgress of Puxsic. 


i He died of a ſpotted Fever, — Sce PROGRESS of Psi, rote, 


Ah! 


Page 1.— 
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Ah! never more ſhall worth like thine inſpire 
My feeble voice, and my neglected lyre! 
Yet doom'd to weep thy ſhort, but ſhining ſpan, 
Still ſhall the Mus (nor more her fondneſs can) 


Revere an ANGEL — whom ſhe loy'd a Man. 
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$434283420n 3424242 888488934 
On the ſame. 


Occaſioned by the Death of Mr. Pore. 
[1744+] 
RT BAILLIE's urn, while ſtreaming eyes o'er- 
flow 

With ſocial grief, and tributary woe; 
From melting ſounds ſome comfort we reccive, 
A tranſient joy, which Reaſon cannot give; 
The Musk ſuſpends the anguiſh we endure, 
And /ooths the heart-felt wound ſhe cannot cure; 
But, ah! in vain we aſk the Muse's aid, 
vince Harmony itſelf with Pore is fled, 


- 
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MXNXXNNXNNXNXNXNXXNXNXNXXNXNNNN 
Ou) OIL VA & M 


A S0LFE@an 


Appy the Man — his giddy Circuit run, 
Who VIRTVE's purer joys can call his own; 
In peaceful thought who thinks his Follies o'er, 
By Youth's ſtrong paſſions toſt, and vex'd no more; 
Without one wiſh thoſe Follies to repeat, 
Without one ſigh prepar'd this world to quit ; 
Or long, or ſhort the date, it matters not, 
Whether a while remember'd, or forgot, 
Be this, kind HEAv'x! thy humble creature's lot! 
So when the ſetting SuN's more ſober light 

Slopes downward, and brings on the ſable Nicur ; 
Chearful we bleſs his mild, his parting ray, 


Too ſtrongly dazzled with the glare of Dax. 


WA 


F LOXI O. 


— PPP oo 
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O R, 


isl 


_ „ on, 


An humble Imitation of Dr. Youx&'s Univerſal 


Paſji on. 


5 UT more provoking ſtill — here comes the Wight 
7 Who glories in the Verſe he cannot write — 


: „ bd 6 VS *., a 
1 * I _— hay 
:E — — 2 — — — Shy — ed 


Who, anxious to procure a ſpurious name, 
Fondly miſtakes his Inramy for Fart ; 
Who, to his fav'rite ſelf, attempts to raiſe 
With pr/fer'd ſong, a Monument of Praiſe; 
— On his own Stock who labours not to thrive ; 
| Dut lives by plund'ring the induſtrious HIER; 
j Like the rude INDIAN, ſtrips the feather'd race, 
} | With the gay ſpoil his meaner brow to grace; 
His title ſuch to the poor Fame he gets, 


| | | As Warp's or JaruteT's was to their eſtates; 
1 | Some Genius yet, it muſt be own'd, he had, 

Fay Yes — when at School, he was a hopeful lad — 
But, like too forward Plants that early ſhoot, 


Soon ſapleſs grew, and wither'd at the root; 
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Yet ſtill might paſs for a conſummate Wir, 
Allow him bur thoſe Pieces Marcus writ, 
Which, as his own, he could fo well repeat. 
Tun'd by his voice, how ſweet the numbers flow, 
Mak twas extempore, too, he'd have you know; 


Pity — was writ ſo many years ago. 


FLonto in one thing ſurely does excell 


If «© /tealing wifely $ Next to o writing well k.“ 


& See Pore's Preface to bis Tranſlation of Homes. 


An 


E PIT G R A N. 


Occaſioned by the foregoing. 


LO RIO, for thee what wrath's in ſtore, 
ApoLLo's ſpurious heir! 

Since PILTERERS, however poor, 

Jivsricx is deaf to ſpare. 
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CC 
The POET RECLAIME D. 


I CK oft you've ſeen (a common ſight) 
Some tradeſman, HABERDASHER hight l, 
Who finding that, inſtead of thriving, 
He ſcarce can get a ſcanty Living, 
Cramp'd in his Trade by many a croſs, 
And tir'd of dealing to his los, 
In hopes to make a little purſe, 
Ere things are grown from bad to worſe, 
Proclaims a SALE — a good device 
And clears his Warehouſe in a trice: 
So I who've dealt in Odes and Sonnets, 
Inſtead of Gloves, Pins, Tapes, and Bonnets, 
And ſick of this ſame trade of verſe, 


Which hapleſs OTwar ® liv'd to curſe ; 
Finding I make ſo little of it, 

Either in point of Fame, or Profit, 

And fix'd the Musts to renounce, | 


—— — - 


Here ſet out all my Stock at once; 


See SPENCER, an old word for named, or called. 
Who died for Vant at a coſſee houſe on Lower hill, aged 33. 


The 
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The Margin's broad, the Print is fair —— 


No matter what the Pots are, 

When once I've realiz'd the Tra/h, 

And turn'd them into ready Casn. 
Dick, tho' he'd never ſeen a CoLLEGE, 

Was bleſe'd with ſome ſmall ſhare of knowledge ; 

He held, mong'ſt other wholeſome rules, 

That Wirs were little more than FooLs; 

And having lent a liſt'ning ear, 

Thus ſpoke, and anſwer'd with a Sneer —— 

« Your SCHEME, no doubt, is wiſe and clever, 

« And, © Better late, tis ſaid, than never,” 


« But prithee, BarDpus, tell me how 


% You never thought of this till now? 
Not only OTway we deplore, 

„ But LEE and SMITH e, and many more, 
« All Pos, pennyleſs and poor ——— 
Who drank ſo deep of HELICON, 

« They'd ſcarce a BED to lie upon. 

„Now, ſure, to one like you diſcerning, . 
This might have been ſufficient Warning; 


n His chief dependance was a weekly penſion of 10s, —allowed 


him by the Theatre Royal. 


»The ingenious Author of Pheadra and Hippolitus, Kc. who was 


nick-named Rac SM1TH, on account of his Poverty, 


« All 


CAE = 
« All this you knew as well as I, 
Then once more let me aſk you, why 
« From early youth you ſhould refuſe 
The better trade of cobbling ſhoes, 
« To court that worthleſs Fade — the Musz? 
* Whoſe aid the wight in vain implores, 
“When Bails have beſieg'd his doors; 
« For not in all the Musks haunts, 
Is to be found the Aid he wants; 
Nor are their Favours worth a louſe, 
* To Him who's in a Spunging-houſe.” 


« Friend Dicx—all's true that you have ſaid, 


«* You've hit the nail upon the head 


« Much I have reaſon to repent 


« Talents miſus'd, and time miſpent 
Some Planet, with malignant pow'r, 
% Shone adverſe on my natal hour; 
And thus the Fault, you ſee, appears 
« Not in your FRIEND, but in the STARS; 
Nor MEN, nor Gops, you will agree, 
« Can over-rule their DtsT1xNY ; 
But now, (tho' late, indeed I own,) 
« The FoLLY's paſt, the CHAN is done; 
1 «I necr 
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* I ne'er again will thrum the Lyre, 
« Were all the Muses to inſpire, 


And tune my numbers to a pitch, 
* Which DRVYDEN could not always reach, 
« Rather than longer deal in Rhimes, 


« Pleas'd, like a Squirrel, with his nes, 
«Td fairly ſwing in friendly Rope, 
„Had I the Genius of a 


-PoPE.” 


eke 
* K. Mi & þ 


Toll 


225 


SSS SSSsSsSsssssssg 
10 W A _ 0 


Who defired the AuTHor to ſend her a Parcel 
of Dr. HENRV'Ss Elixir *, &c. 


O ſtate I find is free from rubs, 
And you have got—the Mulligrubs— 
Coarſe the expreſſion, but I mean | 
Your Ladyſhip has got the Spleen —— 
Sometimes you laugh, and ſometimes cry, 
Pleas'd, and diſpleas'd, you know not why; 
This hour abroad, you with to roam, 

Then vow you'll never ſtir from Home; 

At home, abroad, do what you will, 

Reſtleſs and diſcontented ſtill 


A thouſand whim-whams ſeize your brain, 


And play ſtrange pranks in Perricrane ; 
No ſoft refreſhing fleep at night, | 
And yet you dread the morning light; 


Your roving thoughts you cannot fix 
Ah, Madam ! 


I know all its :cicks, 


2 A Mepicixe much uſed and approved for a fever upon the ſpirits. 


Q When 
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When ſuch your Ladyſhip's condition, 


Shun, like a PLAGUE, the grave PHYSICIAN; 
Lay all his Recipes aſide, 
And let an honeit Quack be try'd; 
Who plays the homely, healing part, 
by Rules of Art. 

Oft have I ſigh'd, as you may now, 
And felt, and felt I knew not how 
Haſte—ſend for Quip NUNC, Qu1iDdxvuxc ſure 
Can hit the Cauſe—preſcribe the Cure — 
None deals ſo little in Grimace, | 


Nor murders you 


Nor merits more the Royal Grace 
Who would not truſt to QuiDNuNc's {kill ? 
Sg vers'd in Politics — and Pill? | 


He comes — from day to day attends 


Now This, now That he recommends ; 
Writes on — as is the conſtant courſe 


While the poor PaTiEtxT's worſe and worſe —— 
Doctors, you ſce, Ma'am, can't ſucceed, 
(And, this, you'll ſay, is ſtrange indeed 
Tho' born on Yother ſide the T WEED, 
Plung'd in Deſpair, immers'd in Grief, 
I fgYd - nor found the leaſt Relief —= 


Till 
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Till HENRY f lent his lenient hand, 


And brought PiLLGARLICK faſe to land 


HENRY, who ne'er read line in GALEN, 
But was old dog at this ſame ailing — . 
'Twas his ELIXIR, duly taken, | 
That ſer all right, and ſav'd my bacon ; 
My Megrims vaniſh'd into air, | 
I footed it like dancing BEAR 
(So light, ſo airy were my motions) 
And bid, adieu! to DrRauGuTs and PoTloNs. 
So much in praiſe of this ſame ſtuff, 
Of which you'll ſoon have further proof - 
You'll make wry faces, I ſuppoſe, 
But give a gulp, and down it goes —— 
Methinks I ſee your ſpirits riſe, 
And add new luſtre to your eyes; 
The roſes bloom—how chang'd each feature ? 
Why, Ma'am, you're quite another creature! 
Thoſe Devils, that were once ſo blue 8, 
Have taken quite another hue. 

Too long this theme has been purſu'd, 


Now, like old SrIN-TExr, to conclude, 


f A Quack in Hatton Garden. 
A cant phraſe us'd by ſome for the Vapours. 


Q. 2 | (Th 


5 


0 
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(Tho? not in formal Pulpit faſhion) 
With juſt one word of Exhortation. 
Hip, Vapours, Spleen, or what you pleaſe, 
Are brats of InDoLENCE and Easz; 
So when the moody fit comes on, 
And life almoſt a burthen grown, 
Beſtir your ſtumps, or walk, or ride, 
With ſome companion by your ſide; 
Some choice ſhe-friend, your time to kill, 
But, if a Male, tis better {till 
Loll not on Couch, nor ſoft Settee, 
Nor doſe yourſelf with flip-flop Tea 
All Drops, and baneful Cordials ſhun, 
Unleſs you mean to be undone ;_ 


The vital heat they ſure expell, 
As All that uſe them, know too well | 
Take then this MEp'cIxE, and defy 


All Waxwick-Lane k artillery ; 
Strictly adhere to Henxy's rules, 


And leave the reſt — to Knavts and Fools. 


* College of Phyſicians, there ſituated. 


A SONG. 


T1 
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I. : 
J Ongſt Belles of renown 
In country and town, 
Give me leave to {ing one BEAUTY more; 
Search both round and round, 
And I'll give you five pound, 


If you match me the ſweet BETTY G—RE. 


/ 


Il. 
Her delicate mien, 
Is not ſafe to be ſeen, 


For the moment ſhe enters the door, 
Your heart goes pit a pat, 
Can you marvel at that, 

When you ſee 'tis the ſweet BzTTY GAE? 

III. 

Her wit and her ſenſe 
Such charms do diſpenſe 

As ne'er center'd in female before ; 
Mark the ſmiles in her cheeks 
Whenever ſhe ſpeaks, 

And you'll doat on my ſweet BETTY GRE. 


IV. I 


"While I, liſt'ning, attend to her Lokk © 
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I deſpiſe the dull rules 
Which I learnt in the ſchools, 


All, all the fam'd ſages, 
Of this and paſt ages, 


Muſt give place to my ſweet BETTY G— RE. 


V. 
While I dwell on her face, 
And run over each grace, 


I regard not the beauties of LORE d 
I ſay ro my heart, 
No I never can part 


With my angel, my ſweet 


BETTY G—RE. 


VI. 


How peeviſh Pm grown, 
How I curſe the vile town, 
How I wiſh the dull farce was all o'er 
And in dalliance mild 
My ſoft hours were beguiPd 


With the Char of my ſweet BETTY G—RE. 


© Apvice, INSTRUCTION —— uſed in that ſenſe by Mil rox. 
Former times, —SPENCER. 


VII. If 
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VII. 


If ſhe gave but the word, 
What joy *twou'd afford 

To trip barefoot as far as the Nokx, 
Thro' thick and thro? thin, 
In hopes but to win 


A ſoft ſmile from my ſweet BETTY G—RE, 


vin. 
You may think as you pleaſe, 
But in high-rolling ſeas, 
And how diſtant ſoever from Syokt, 
I ſhou'd feel no alarms, 
Were I claſp'd in the arms 


. 


Of my charmer, my ſweet BETTY G=—RE, 


IX. 
When I ſnatch but a kiſs 
Oh! the height of the bliſs! 


Pm in raptures, and cry out —— ENCORE ! 


For no mortal can tell 


What ſweets ever dwell 
Oa the lips of my dear 


BETTY G- ARE. 


X. No 


/ 
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| "os 
No love was &er ſeen—a 
Like Jove's for ALCMENA, 
As poets have feign'd heretofore ; 
But ALCcMENA fo fair 
Was a DRAB3, I declare, 
BETTY G kx. 


If compar'd to my ſweet — 


SL 
O! when ſhall our hands 
Join in HXEN's ſoft bands, 
And her love with my paſſion quit ſcore ? 


See, ſee, ſhe relents, 


At length ſhe conſents —— 


And I'm bleſs'd in my ſweet —— BETTY GRE. 


SAI PIN I I CRC ICRC ACCC CON UC 


On ſeeing WELwyN Church-yard 


HAT a Gexivs! a Church-yard like this to 


contrive |. 


Where the Dzap reſt in peace, and men wALK while 


ALIVE. 


© Laid out in GRaveL-walks, and planted with rows of T EES. 


The 
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The PoE TH Arraign'd, &c. 


\- oy © 


The Mvuszs' AePEAL to the CRI r. REVIEWERS. 


1 


E the ſworn Jurors of ApoLLo, 

Who“ beat all other Jurors hollow 2,” 
(For NINE more honeſt GizLs and true 
Perhaps you hardly ever knew) 
On our reſpective oaths preſent, 


Thar, with a baſe and foul intent, 


PavL CRAMBo, whoſe diſgrace and ſhame 
Ev'n GruUBsTREET loudly does proclaim, 


Where late he liv'd, and prone to evil, 

Nor fearing either Gop or DeviL, 

Did willfully, and in deſpite | 

Of Wir, and SENsE, and PHoEBUs, write; 
And with a pen, five inches long b, 

Compoſe TALE, Fable, Opx, and Soxg — 
Nay, without any more ado, 

Did print the ſame, and publiſh too, 


A cant phraſe — well known to the Gentlemen of the Tuar. 
» The Sizx of the weapon is carefully laid in all InvicTMenTs. 


4 With 


. 6 Et EO odd | 
* 4 — 4 7 — — — Foo ans dent ene. 
N = 7 * ” * 7 = — * a St 


[ 234 ] 


With malice willful and prepenſe, 


Which greatly heightens the offence 
And this avainſt the- PEACE, God bleſs us! 


Of our high Sov*REIGN of PARNAS SUS. 


Theſe flagrant crimes we hope that you 


Who MoxTaLy ſuch vile traſh review, 
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I [ Will puniſh as ſhall ſeem moſt due 
5 j And laſh with all a CRITIc's rage 

E: 1 Each bold, unhallow'd, doggrel page 
E That none may ſacred verſe profane 


% By {cribbling thus againſt the grain, 
And blaſt with infamy and ſhame 


The Hoxours of a PoztrT's name. 


